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Pursued 


Ca  mels 


NEVER  GET 
ON  YOUR  NERVES! 


ti 


936.  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tob.  Co 


you'll  like  their  mildness  too! 


"Camels  have  such 
a  mild  flavor.  And, 
no  matter  how  many 
I  smoke,  Camels 
never  throw  my 
nerves  out  of  tune." 
MRS.  R.  W.  SAYLES 
Housewife 


TUNE  IN! 


CAMEL  CARAVAN  -WITH  WALTER.  O'KEEFE    •    DEANE 
JANIS    •    TED    HUSING    •    GLEN   GRAY  AND   THE 
CASA  LOMA  ORCHESTRA    •    Tuesday  and  Thursday  — 9  p.  m. 
E.  S.  T.,  8  p.m.  C.S.T.,  9:30  p.m.  M.S.T.,  and  8:30  p.m.  P.S.T.-over  WABC- Columbia  Network. 


TURKISH  &  DOMESTIC    ~ 

ntaeatm 


WGCOf. 


/ 


•  Camels  are  made  from  finer,  MORE  EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS 
— Turkish  and  Domestic — than  any  other  popular  brand. 

(Signed)  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 
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Note  of  refusal   from   a   member  of 
the  Daily  staff  on  being  asked  to  con- 
tribute  to   this   issue: 
Dear  Skum  Boss: 

It  is  with  a   disillusioned   heart 

That  I  tell  you  we've  come  to  the 
ways   that  diverge, 

And  that  I'm  writing  this  letter  to 
you   as    editor, 

Not  as  a  contributor,  but  as  com 
...  an  opponent. 

You  recall  that  I  promised  to  write 
you   a  rhyme? 

Well,  I'm  glad  I  learned  of  your 
duplicity   in   .   .   .  soon  enough. 

I  didn't  know,  when  I  promised  so 

gaily. 

Of  your  nefarious  plot  against  the 
"World's   Largest." 

Ridicule  the  Daily  staff?  Sir,  I'm 
one  of  it; 

And  I'll  have  no  part  in  making 
jokes  about  it. 

And  now  .  .  .  How  shall  I  say  it? 
Well,   sir, 

To  put  it  bluntly,  you  can  go  to 
.  .  .  take  a  walk,  sir. 

Oh,  I'm  glad  I  learned  of  your  plot 
in  time 

And  I  refuse  positively  to  write  you 
a  rhy  .   .   .  oops   .   .  .  verse! 

Hippity-hoppity 
Uncle  Wiggly 
Yours  very  truly, 
Martin    Quigley. 


"Whatfo'  you  sharpenin'  dat  razor?" 

"Woman,  they's  a  pair  of  genmuns 

shoes  undeh  yo'  bed.    If  they  ain't  no 

niggah   in    dem    shoes,  —  ah'm    gonna 

shave." 

— Wataugan. 


The  president  of  the  local  gas  com- 
pany was  making  a  stirring  address. 
"Think  of  the  good  the  gas  company 
has  done,"  he  cried.  "If  I  were  per- 
mitted a  pun  I  should  say,  'Honor  the 
Light   Brigade'." 

And  a  customer  immediately  shout- 
ed: "Oh,  what  a  charge  they  made." 
— Exchange. 


SIGNED: 


Guy   tie  Maupassant! 

To  smell  Fougere  Royale,  wrote  de  Maupassant,  the  famous  French  author, 
is  to  evoke  miraculous  visions  of  pine  forests.  It  is  cool;  it  is  fresh;  it  is  en- 
nobling; it  is  the  very  essence  of  all  out-doors!  This  woodland  fragrance, 
"Royal  Fern"  in  the  superlative   shaving  and   grooming   preparations  by 

Houbigant,  is  one  of  the  truly 
great  perfumes  of  all  time.  And  it's 
ALL  MAN! 

Fougere  Royale  After-Shaving  Lotion 

is  a  cocktail  for  your  face;  an  exhilarating 
pick-up;  a  smoother  of  skins  and  a  soother  of 
razor  nicks ;  an  unfailing  delight  to  your 
senses.  85c. 

Fougere  Royale  Talc  is  a  luxury  that  im- 
mediately becomes  a  necessity  to  the  man 
who  abhors  the  worse-than-feminine  water- 
front barber  shop  odeur  of  ordinary  talcum. 
Skin-tone,  natural  in  effect,  supreme  in  qual- 
ity. 55c. 

■>»  id- 

Fougere  Royale  Shaving  Bowl.  Thatmi- 
raculous  green  Fougere  Royale  shaving  soap 
in  a  handsomely  turned-out  wooden  bowl. 
The  natural  wood  keeps  the  soap  at  its  per- 
fect best.  A  joy  to  handle,  to  pack  in  your  kit 
bag,  and  to  use  forever.  $1.00. 


FOUGERE    ROYALE 


by    HOUBI GA  N  T 


for  men 
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There's  one  sure  help  for  the  rising  rage, 
That  goes  with  baldness  and  gout  and  age... 

When  the  clock  strikes  two,  and  the  two  downstairs 
Are  still  absorbed  in  their  young  affairs . . . 

There's  always  your  friend  in  the  yellow  pack. 

To  restore  the  calmness  you  sometimes  lack... 

So  taste  the  flavor  that  made  the  name, 

And  learn  that  to  you  the  cost  is  the  same. 


Urttfl 

BeechNut 

de  QUALITY^** 


Boy:    Stop  me  if  you've  heard   this 
one. 

Girl:    I    don't    hear    with   my    knee, 
Stop. 

— Colgate  Banter. 


The  bride  was  very  much  concerned 
upon  finding  twin  beds  in  the  hotel 
room.  When  asked  what  was  the  mat- 
ter, she  replied,  "I  certainly  thought 
we   would   get   a   room   to   ourselves." 

— Showme. 


Plebe:  Midshipman  McTarvish,  Four 
Class,  Sir. 

I'c:  Why  were  you  so  late  to  for- 
mation? 

Plebe:  I  squeezed  out  too  much 
toothpaste  and  had  a  hard  time  get- 
ting it  back  in  the  tube,  Sir. 

—Log. 


A  Sultan  is  just  a  guy  with  an  ex- 
aggerated idea  of  his  own  capacity. 

Mountain  Goat. 


TOAST 

Here's   to   the   girl 

On  the  Hill, 
What  she  won't  do 

Her  sorority  sister  will; 
Here's  to  her  sorority  sister! 

—  Widow. 


Peas  porrage  hot 

Peas   porrage   cold 

Peas   porrage  in  the  pot 

NINE  DAYS  OLD  .  .  .  Peeuu 

— Shampain. 


Mistress:  "It's  pretty  cold  tonight, 
Sarah;  you  had  better  put  an  iron  in 
your  bed   to  warm  it  up." 

Mistress  (next  morning):  "How  did 
you  sleep  last  night,  Sarah?" 

Sarah:  "Pretty  good,  ma'am,  I  had 
the  iron  almost  warm  by  morning." 


Every  fraternity  boy  is  a  second 
story  man.  If  his  girl  doesn't  believe 
his  first  story,  he  tells  her  a  second." 


GARBLED  APOTHEGMS 

A  fool  and  his   honey  are  soon 
parted.  m 

A  man  is  known  by  the  whiskey 
he   keeps. 

If  you're  matching  a  guy  for  the 
drinks,  two  heads  are  better 
than  one. 

A   rolling  stone  gathers   no  moss, 
But   that's   no   excuse  for   an  ava- 
lanche. 

In    the    bright    lexicon    of    youth 

there's  no  such  word  as  fail. 
Try  it  out  at  the  mid-year  exams. 

Lightning   never   strikes    twice    in 

the  same   place. 
But    Mr.    Hahne's    quizzes    don't 

work  that  way. 

Handsome   is    as    handsome   does, 
And   the  only   reason  is   "just  be- 
cuz." 

— Mountain  Goat. 
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PIPE  K.O.'S 
KUCKOO/ 


W'HY — oh  why! — will  otherwise 
estimable  gentlemen  stroll  about 
polluting  the  air  with  chokey  tobacco 
in  a  dammed-up  pipe?  The  only  plaus- 
ible reason  is  that  they  haven't  yet 
discovered  the  innocent  pleasure  of  Sir 
Walter  Raleigh  Smoking  Tobacco  in 
a  well-kept  pipe!  Sir  Walter  is  a  well- 
bred  mixture  of  fragrant  Kentucky 
Burleys  selected  to  smoke  milder  and 
smell  sweeter.  Try  your  first  tin. 
Birds  will  chirp,  men  and  women  wel- 
come you  with  open  arms.  It's  i$f 
— wrapped  in  heavy  gold  foil  for 
extra  freshness. 


FREE  booklet  tells  how  to  make 
your  old  pipe  taste  better,  sweet- 
er; how  to  break  in  a  new  pipe. 
Write  for  copy  today.  Brown  & 
Williamson  Tobacco  Corporation. 
Louisville,  Kentucky.  Dcpt.W  -63 


DEFI 

"Daughter,  is  that  young  man  down 
there   yet?" 

"Damn  right,  I  am.  What's  it  to 
you  ? " 

— Punch   Bowl. 

♦ 

Add  to  the  Hall  of  Conceited  Men 
the  engineer  who  wouldn't  take  an 
eraser  to  a  calculus  exam. 

— Exchange. 

♦ 
TIME  SAVER 

One  of  our  high  and  mighty  Sen- 
iors, said  to  be  pledged  Fibate  no  less, 
came  over  to  us  the  other  day  with  a 
rather  perplexed  expression  on  his 
face,  and  handed  us  a  form  letter  that 
he  received  that  morning.  We  read  it. 
It  went  as  follows: 

MR 

REGRETS  EXCEEDINGLY  HIS 

DEPLORABLE  CONDUCT 
WHILE  A  GUEST  AT  YOUR 

PARTY 

ON 

AND  HUMBLY  CRAVES  YOUR 

PARDON  FOR  THE  BREACH 

OF  ETIQUETTE  CHECKED 

AS  FOLLOWS 

...Striking  host  with  bottle. 

Spanking  female  guest. 

Inebriation. 

Excessive  destruction  of  furniture. 

Complete  loss  of  equilibrium. 

Indiscreet  petting. 

Weeping. 

Nausea. 

Starting  crap  game. 

Passing  out. 

Target  spitting. 

Swearing. 

Refusing  to  go  home. 

Looking  for  hidden  mole. 

Spilling  liquor  on  guests'  clothes. 

Frequent  absence  from  party. 

—Singing  "Sweet  Adeline." 

— Medley. 


Sporting 
Qoods 

At  the 

CO-OP 

GET  READY  FOR  TEN  MS 


A 

Complete 

Line 

of 

Fine 

\   Rackets 

Priced 

from 

$1.95 

to 
$15.00 


Carol    Lombard    in    action 

with   one   of  the   new 

"Tennant-Lombard"    Tennis 

rackets 
Priced  at $7.25 

Have  Your 

EACRET 

ME  STRUNG 

NO  W  ! 

Silk  String $2.50 

Gut  String $4.00  to  $9.00 

Same  Day  Service 

Complete  Equipment 

for 

Tennis         Golf        Soft  Ball 

NORTHWESTERN 

Student    CO-OP    AsS '" 

ORRINGTON  HOTEL  BLDG. 
Gre.  2600 
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STEP  UP,  PIPE  SMOKERS 

and  try  20  pipefuls  at  our  risk! 


THE    BIG  2-OUNCE 
TIN   APPEALS  TO  ME! 


OUR  OFFER  TO 
PIPE  SMOKERS 

"You  must  be  pleased" 

Smoke  20  fragrant  pipefuls 
of  Prince  Albert.  If  you  don't 
find  it  the  mellowest,  tasti- 
est pipe  tobacco  you  ever 
smoked,  return  the  pocket  tin 
with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in 
it  to  us  at  any  time  within  a 
month  from  this  date,  and 
we  will  refund  full  purchase 
price,  plus  postage.  (Signed) 
R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co., 
Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


This  is  about  the  remarkable  "You -Must- Be  - 

Pleased"  offer... that  is  giving  smokers  a  new 

idea  of  pipe -smoking  contentment 


Prince  A 


We  ask  that  you  do  two  things... do 
them  in  your  own  interest. 

Read  the  reasons  we  give  why  we 
are  so  confident  that  you  will  find  a 
new  smoking  delight  when  you  try 
Prince  Albert.  Then  read  the  money- 
back  offer  carefully. 

For  Prince  Albert,  we  use  the 
choicest  of  naturally  mild  tobaccos — 
then  they  are  manufactured  under 
the  P.  A.  bite -removing  process  that 
brings  out  the  flavor  of  choice 
tobaccos  in  all  their  full,  satisfying 
perfection ! 

Prince  Albert  is  scientifi- 
cally "crimp  cut" — packs 
nicely,  burns  slowly  and 
richly.  You'll  find  mildness, 
combined  with  real  man- 
style  flavor— and  around  50 
pipefuls  in  the  big  2 -ounce 


LBERT 


economy  tin.  A  more  fragrant,  comfort- 
ing, soothing  smoke  you  never  tried  ! 

College  men  like  it! 

Prince  Albert  was  deliberately  created 
for  those  who  appreciate  the  ultimate 
in  pipe  smoking .  We  want  more  college 
men  to  know  and  enjoy  Prince  Albert. 
And  we  are  so  sure  that  P.  A.  will 
speak  for  itself  that  we  make  a  posi- 
tive offer  of  money  back  if  not  satisfied. 
Time  flies— try  P.  A.  without  delay. 
Get  it  at  your  dealer's  now. 


50 


THE    NATIONAL   JOY   SMOKE 


pipefuls 

of  fragrant  tobacco 

every    2 -ounce 

tin  of  Prince  Albert 


C  1936 
E.  J.  Reynolds  Toll .  Co. 
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Editorial 


Thus  ends  a  Leap  Year  regime.  The  first  woman  editor  of  the  Purple 
Parrot,  with  this  masterpiece  (?),  offers  her  swan  song  to  the  campus,  and 
turns  to  other  things  (i.e.  managing  the  business  manager).  Before  she  turns 
completely,  she  wishes  to  give  credit  where  credit  is  due:  to  Al  Ackermann, 
exchange  editor  and  master  of  efficiency;  Johnnie  Fuller,  the  first  person  on 
any  staff  to  consistently  get  his  copy  in  early;  Eleanor  Dodgson,  for  her  ability 
to  get  stories  out  of  people;  Ronny  Woodbury  and  Stu  Merrell,  for  their  sug- 
gestions and  original  contributions;  Speed  Wheeler  and  Julian  Gross,  for  their 
excellent  art  work;  Mary  McSherry  and  Ben  Jewell,  for  their  productivity;  and 
Fred  Neimann,  for  his  famous  remark,  "If  any  one  else  turns  in  a  picture,  show 
it  to  me  and  I'll  take  a  better  one." 


Maybe  it's  a  fond  illusion,  but  we  think  this  has  been  a  swell  year.  One 
thing  that's  made  it  so  has  been  our  grinding  out  humor  in  shifts  as  co-editors, 
instead  of  every  month.  We  recommend  it  unhesitatingly  to  forthcoming  edi- 
tors if  they  can  find  as  congenial  a  co-editor  as  we  have  had  the  good  fortune 
to  work  with.  And  it  seems  to  us  that  the  campus  has  been  more  interested  in 
reading  the  Parrot,  and  certainly  more  interested  in  contributing  to  it.  If  it  has 
been  a  better  magazine  this  year,  that  is  why. 

Anyway,  it's  been  fun  putting  it  out.  Whether  or  no  the  campus  has  en- 
joyed reading  our  efforts,  we've  got  a  kick  out  of  it.  Who 
wouldn't  envy  the  editor?  He's  the  only  one  who  reads  the 
censored  jokes  after  they've  been  censored.  Then  there's 
the  old  gag  about  the  father  of  a  female  Parrot  editor  who 
said,  as  he  read  his  daughter's  first  magazine,  "Gennie  was 
a  lady." 
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'ROUND 
THE  LOOP 


THE  PALMER  HOUSE  ...  The  Empire  Room  .  .  . 
Ted  Weems'  glorious  music  .  .  .  The  "Springtime 
Review"  .  .  .  Dine  .  .  .  $2.50  .  .  .  Sup  .  .  .  $2.00 
.  .  .  Saturday  .  .  .  $2.50 

THE  DRAKE  .  .  .  Dancing  in  the 
Gold  Coast  Room  .  .  .  Jack 
Hylton  and  his  Continental  Revue 
.  .  .  $2.00  minimum  .  .  .  Satur- 
day ..  .  $2.50 


THE  COLLEGE  INN  .  .  .  Hotel  Sherman  .  .  . 
Ade  Lyman  .  .  .  Featuring  a  new  ice  skating  show 
.  .   .   Minimums   .   .   .   $2.00   and   $2.50 

THE   TERRACE   ROOM  ...  In 

the  Morrison  Hotel  .  .  .  Ted  Lewis 
and  Company  .  .  .  Dinner  .  .  . 
$2.50  .  .  .  Supper  .  .  .  $2.00  .  .  . 
Sat.  .  .  .  $2.50 


With  Johnnie 
Fuller 


THE  STEVENS  .  .  .  Harry  Sosnik's  orchestra 
in  the  Continental  Room  .  .  .  Presenting  a  novel 
floor  show  ...  $1.50  minimum  .  .  .  Saturday  .  .  . 
$2.00 

THE  BISMARCK  ...  The  Walnut 
Room  .  .  .  Phil  Levant's  orchestra 
with  George  Nelidoff  and  Com- 
pany .  .  .  $1.50  minimum,  Satur- 
day 

KITTY  DAVIS  .  .  .  Collegian  Rendezvous  .  .  . 
Where  pennants  vie  in  importance  with  high  spirits 


SHOWSPOTS 


FISK  HALL  .  .  .  April   14,   15,   16  .  .  .  "Soft  Hat" 
.  .  .  new  campus  movie  .  .  .  with  select  short  subjects. 


HARRIS  .  .  .  "Personal  Appearance"  .  .  .  with  Gladys 
George  ...  A  novel  satire  of  Hollywood  life. 


FINAL      PAUSE 


THE  HUT  . . .  Opposite  Wil- 
lard  Hall 


STUDENT  GRILL  .  .  .  East 
of  Fisk  ...  on  the  lake 

THE  SAN  PEDRO  ...  No 
Man's  Land 


COOLEY'S    CUPBOARD 

.  .  .  Popular  meeting  places 
.  .  .  Main  .  .  .  Chicago  .  .  . 
Orrington 


THE  HUDDLE  .  .  .  Student 
Rendezvous  .  .  .  Orrington 
Avenue 


COMPLETE  PARTY  SERVICE  .  .  .  "Will  co-operate  with  any 
budget"  .  .  .  Associated  orchestra  and  complete  party  service 
.  .  .  Dave  Cunningham  .  .  .  Wab.  861  I    ...  209  S.  State  St. 

YOUNKER'S  RESTAURANT  ...  51  East  Chicago  Avenue  .  .  . 
501   Davis  Street,  Evanston  .  .  .   1510  Hyde  Park  Blvd.,  Chicago 
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PURPL-e  PARROT       l 
•  PARODY 


By  TOM  CARMODY 


By  the  time  this  issue  of  the  Parrot 
has  fallen  into  your  hands  Spring  will 
have  arrived  (it  may  have  arrived  and 
gone,  as  a  matter  of  fact).  It  being 
Spring,  anybody  who  has  nothing  bet- 
ter to  do  than  to  spend  his,  her,  or  its, 
time  looking  through  the  Parrot,  prob- 
ably doesn't  deserve  anything  better 
than  we  give  him,  her,  or  it.  Frankly 
we  don't  expect  much  from  this  col- 
umn (except  the  usual  slurs).  We 
don't  have  the  slightest  idea  what's 
the  matter;  we  simply  don't  feel  funny. 
We  haven't  heard  any  kind  of  a  joke 
in  a  month;  very  little  that's  unusual 
has  been  going  on  as  far  as  we  could 
see;  we're  even  more  impecunious  than 
usual;  we  just  have  about  two  more 
months  to  tie  up  the  loose  ends  of  our 
college  career;  nobody  has  offered  us 
a  job  yet;  and  to  cap  it  all,  some  agent 
of  spleenful  melancholy  accused  us  of 
writing  the  w.  k.  stooge  column  in  the 
equally  w.  k.  Daily.  What  a  mourn- 
ful status  quo! 


And  right  while  we  were  feeling  like 
this,  what  do  we  run  across  on  the 
back  of  a  clipping  from  some  small- 
town newspaper  but  a  little  item  which 
tells  us  that  scientists  recently  proved 
that  the  only  living  thing  which  has 
not  changed  in  some  way  in  the  last 
five  million  years  is  the  flea.  All  other 
animals,  and  plants  change  ttheir  form 
and  makeup,  but  the  flea  goes  on  for- 
ever, immutable  and  indestructible.  As 
Mr.  Brisbane  would  have  it  man  can 
learn  a  lot  from  the  flea. 


Not  that  a  flea's  life  is  a  bed  of  roses, 
complete  with  social  security,  old-age 
insurance,  minimum  wages,  controlled 
production,  and  a  tax-collector  in  every 
home.  No  indeed!  You  are  all  familiar 
with  the  little  fable  the  old  dog  was 
telling  the  young  pup.  The  youngster 
had  been  complaining  of  his  fleas,  and 
was  murmuring  at  the  kind  of  justice 
which  permitted  the  tiny  creatures  to 
disport  themselves  on  his  back  where 
he  couldn't  scratch  them.  The  old  dog 
gave  his  text  in  the  form  of  a  rare 
piece  of  doggerel.  "Know  thou,"  he 
said  gently,   "that, 

'Large  fleas  have  smaller  fleas 
Upon  their  bac\s  to  bite  'em; 

And  smaller  fleas  have  lesser  fleas 
And  so  on,  ad  infinitum!' " 


We  heard  a  darb  in  a  history  class 
the  other  week.  Prof.  Grose  was  devot- 
ing one  class  period  to  outlining  a 
background  of  literature  for  the  couple 
of  centuries  he  was  planning  to  deal 
with  next.  The  members  of  the  class 
were  supposed  to  supply  the  necessary 
information.  He'd  outlined  the  politi- 
cal background  of  the  period  (1600- 
1700)  to  the  class  before,  and  had  man- 
aged to  hold  in  check  the  wild  sug- 
gestions of  all  the  history  majors  in  the 
class  who  did  well  if  they  landed  with- 
in two  hundred  and  fifty  years  of  a  date 
but  this  day  was  to  be  a  field  day  for 
all  the  English  majors.  Well,  they 
were  having  one  hell  of  a  time  trying 
to  decide  who  wrote  what  when,  and 
the  Prof,  was  doing  his  darndest  to 
drag  it  out  of  them,  dropping  elabor- 
ate hints  and  overlooking  the  wilder 
suggestions.  The  climax  came  when 
he  was  patiently  trying  to  get  some- 


body to  say  what  the  name  of  the 
famous  French  writer  of  the  seven- 
teenth century  was,  "You  know,"  he 
cajoled.  "He  wrote  the  famous  Fa- 
bles." "Aha!"  came  the  triumphant 
cry  from  the  back  of  the  room.  "You 
mean  Aesop!" 


We're  sure  you  all  solved  that  little 
teaser  we  stuck  in  last  month,  and  so 
we  hardly  think  it  worth  bothering  to 
look  up  in  last  month's  issue  to  re- 
member what  the  answer  should  be. 
(Besides,  maybe  last  month's  issue  isn't 
out  yet,  and  we  wouldn't  want  to  em- 
barrass anyone.)  However,  this  month 
we've  got  one  that's  pretty  tough. 

It  seems  that  some  lucky  stiff  went 
to  a  bank  to  get  a  check  cashed,  and 
the  teller  made  a  mistake,  and  gave 
him  the  same  number  of  dollars  as 
there  were  cents  on  the  check,  and  the 
same  number  of  cents  as  there  were 
dollars  on  the  check.  Not  being  parti- 
cularly scrupulous,  the  lucky  one  went 
out  and  spent  three  dollars  and  fifty 
cents  for  a  shirt.  After  buying  this 
shirt,  the  money  he  had  left  was  equal 
to  just  twice  the  amount  that  the 
check  had  actually  called  for.  How 
much  was  the  check  made  out  for?  He 
had  no  other  money,  but  that  which 
the  teller  had  given  him.  There  is  a 
unique  solution  to  this  puzzle,  and  it 
can  be  done  algebraically. 


We  said  before  that  nobody  has 
told  us  a  good  joke  for  more  than  a 
month.  That's  one  of  the  things  that 
interferes  with  a  bona-fide  parrot  story 
this  month.  One  fellow  told  us  that 
there  was  a  swell  parrot  joke  in  this 
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year's  Line -book  (that's  R.  H.  L.'s 
yearly  anthology  culled  from  his  Chi- 
Trib  column).  We  looked  it  up  but  it 
was  one  of  ours  that  he  had  used  so 
we  didn't  get  any  satisfaction  out  of 
that  source.  Then  we  looked  in  our 
collection  of  old  Line-books,  etc.  Still 
no  luck.  So  we  decided  that  in  lieu  of 
a  parrot  joke,  we  would  content  our- 
selves with  calling  attention  to  the  radio 
squabble  between  Fred  Allen's  ama- 
teur hour  parrot,  Tom,  and  Bob  "Be- 
lieve-it-or-not"  Ripley's  bird  whose 
name  has  escaped  me  for  the  nonce.  It 
seems  that  Tom,  a  parrot  famed  in 
theatrical  circuits,  was  scheduled  to 
appear  on  Mr.  Allen's  broadcast,  but 
got  "mike-fright,"  and  wouldn't  utter 
a  peep  when  the  time  came.  This  hap- 
pened two  weeks  in  a  row.  The  Sun- 
day after  the  second  flop,  Mr.  Ripley 
produced  a  parrot  on  his  program, 
which  was  absolutely  the  world's  most 
articulate  talking  bird.  His  bird,  as- 
serted Mr.  Ripley  sarcastically,  would 


not  be  bothered  by  the  microphone, 
but  would  speak,  and  sing,  and  whis- 
tle anytime  that  it  was  called  upon 
to  do  so.  And,  believe  it  or  not,  it  did. 
Spurred  on  by  this  bit  of  chiseling  by 
Ripley,  Allen  had  Tom  on  for  the 
third  week.  He  must  have  been  listen- 
ing to  Ripley's  bird  because  this  time 
he  performed  like  the  able  trouper  he 
is.  All  of  which  proves  that  a  parrot 
can  be  relied  upon,  even  if  it  is  some- 
times three  weeks  late. 


Due  to  some  sly  procrastination  on 
the  part  of  the  Big  Men  of  the  Senior 
Class,  the  S.S.M.W.A.G.T.C.C.T.S.  has 
been  forced  to  mark  time  for  the  past 
several  weeks.  It  seems  that  the  class 
of  1936  is  going  to  run  some  sort  of 
a  party,  called,  for  lack  of  a  better 
name,  the  Senior  Ball.  They  are  so 
intent  upon  making  it  a  big  time,  with 
two  bands,  swell  ballrooms,  and  low- 
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priced  bids,  that  the  problem  of  the 
official  Cane  Week  has,  we  regret  to 
say,  not  been  given  the  consideration 
that  it  deserves.  However,  very  soon 
after  the  Ball,  which  is  going  to  be 
April  3rd,  action  will  be  taken,  or 
else.  Of  course,  Spring  arrives  the 
twenty-first  of  March  whether  the  big- 
shots  of  the  campus  like  it  or  not,  and 
it  is  possible,  nay  even  probable,  that 
some  of  the  more  enthusiastic  mem- 
bers of  the  Society  will  lose  little  time 
before  availing  themselves  of  the  priv- 
ilege which  is  theirs  by  law  and  cus- 
tom of  swinging  a  cane  nonchalantly 
beside  them  as  they  make  their  va- 
rious ways  about  the  campus. 


A  recent  issue  of  the  Chicago  Diver- 
sion Calendar  (which  is  a  twice- 
monthly  publication  listing  Chicago- 
land  dramatic,  musical,  lectures  and 
sport  events,  together  with  reviews  and 
comment,  price  one  buck  the  year)  con- 
tained an  announcement  of  a  lecture 
which  gave  all  who  read  it  quite  a 
laugh.  The  listing  went  something  like 
this:  '  "Some  Modern  Aspects  of  Chris- 
tianity," by  J.  Christ.' 


We'd  like  to  write  something  about 
the  WAA-MU  show,  but  as  we  write 
this  it  hasn't  happened  yet,  and  by  the 
time  this  comes  out  "It  Goes  To  Show" 
will  probably  be  history.  I  say  probably, 
but  maybe  we'll  catch  the  last  couple 
of  days  of  the  revue.  You  know  the 
campus  movie  kept  postponing  itself 
to  give  the  WAA-MUers  a  break. 
Maybe  in  a  few  years  the  WAA- 
MOOers  will  be  dodging  around  trying 
to  get  a  spot  where  the  movie  won't 
interfere  with  them.  Stranger  things 
have  happened.  The  future  of  the  two 
more  or  less  rival  productions  will  de- 
pend a  great  deal  upon  their  com- 
parative successes  this  year.  Nous  ver- 
rons,  nous  verrons. 


MARCH,     1936 


"Why  you  dumb  Swede-what  the  h !  do  you  think   you're  doing-pressing  my  pants  with  the  waffle  iron." 
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Editor's  Note:    In   response  to   many  requests  for  the  entire  poem   from   which   we 
snitched  that  short  excerpt  we  printed  two   months  ago   we  hereby  submit  it  in   its 
'    original  form,  we  hope. 


A  bunch  of  the  boys  were  hitting  it  up 

At  a  Kappa  Sunday  tea. 
The  kid  that  cranked  the  music  box 

Wore  the  pin  of  an  S.  A.  E. 
Back  in  the  den  on  a  davenport 

Sat  the  dangerous  Sigma  Nu. 
And  luring  him  on  with  her  rust  red  hair 

Was  the  Kappa  that's  known  as  Lou. 
When  out  of  the  night  that  was  hotter  than  hell 

And  into  the  frigid  air, 
There  stumbled  a  frosh  from  the  D.  U.  house 

With  Nujol  in  his  hair. 
He  looked  like  a  man  who  had  danced  his  last, 

With  scarcely  the  strength  of  a  flea 
But  he  straightened  his  tie  with  a  steady  eye 

And  called  for  a  cup  of  tea. 
There  were  none  who  could  place  the  D.  U.'s  face 

Though  we  searched  ourselves  for  a  clue, 
But  we  drank  his  health,  and  the  last  to  drink, 

Was  the  dangerous  Sigma  Nu. 
His  eyes  went  rubbering  'round  the  room, 

And  he  seemed  in  sort  of  a  daze, 
Till  at  last  the  old  victrola 

Fell  in  the  way  of  his  wandering  gaze. 
The  S.  A.  E.  was  out  filing  his  nails, 

There  was  no  one  else  at  the  vie, 
So  the  cross-road  frosh  stumbled  across  the  room, 

And  anchored  there  like  a  hie. 
In  a  hand  carved  shirt  of  a  hue  that  hurt, 

He  stopped  and  I  saw  him  choose, 
From  the  cabinet  there,  his  one  best  bet, 

Those  "Doggone  Dangerous  Blues." 
Then  in  a  second  he  slipped  the  disc, 

Threw  on  a  piece,  "My  Man," 


And  you  felt  like  a  ding  who  bought  a  ring, 

And  the  girl  has  slipped  you  the  can. 
'Twas  the  wailing  cry  of  the  Sigma  Chi, 

And  it  thrilled  you  through  and  through, 
"I  guess  I'll  take  just  one  more  cup," 

Said  the  dangerous  Sigma  Nu. 
The  D.  U.  turned  and  his  blue  eyes  yearned 

For  the  girl  with  the  henna  hair; 
With  his  pin  of  gold,  and  his  face  grown  old, 

He  stood  and  I  heard  him  swear. 
His  lips  went  out  in  a  kind  of  pout, 

And  his  face  was  as  sad  as  a  crutch. 
"Now,  girls,"  says  he,  "none  of  you  know  me, 

'Cause  I  never  went  with  you  much, 
But  I  wish  to  assert  through  the  words  I  say, 

And  I'll  bet  you  money  they're  true, 
That  some  guy  here  has  done  me  wrong, 

He's  a  doggone  Sigma  Nu!" 
I  grabbed  my  watch  as  the  lights  went  out, 

Two  pins  flashed  in  the  dark, 
A  woman  screamed,  the  lights  went  up, 

Sweet  shades  of  Piedmont  Park! 
The  D.  U.'s  crest  was  pinned  to  the  breast 

Of  the  Kappa  that's  known  as  Lou, 
While  the  Kappa's  cook  wore  a  starded  look 

And  the  pin  of  a  Sigma  Nu. 
Now  this  is  the  low-down  on  the  case, 

I  was  there  and  I  ought  to  know, 
They  say  the  D.  U.  was  crazed  with  tea, 

And  I'm  not  denying  it's  so. 
I'm  not  so  wise  as  the  University  guys, 

But  stricdy  "entre  nous," 
The  woman  that  kissed  him  and  picked  his  pin, 

Was  the  Kappa  that's  known  as  Lou. 

— Alabama  Rammer  Jammer. 
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BUG  CLUB 


By  ED  VAN  DYNE 


A   Night  In    Chicago's   Bohemia 


We  drifted  the  other  night  while 
ferreting  atmosphere  into  the  Club 
Montparnasse  at  1009  North  State 
street,  the  Bohemian,  picturesque  Sat- 
urday night  gathering  place  of  brains, 
brilliance  and  bombshells,  mostly  shell 
shocked  bombshells.  The  auditorium 
is  plain  and  unostentatious,  but  the 
character  studies  who  patronize  it 
make  up  for  the  lack  of  decoration. 
On  the  speaker's  platform  stands  a 
table  with  a  red  and  white  checked 
cover.  On  the  wall  behind,  a  large 
picture  of  F.  D.  R.  benignly  smiles 
through  the  stale  smoky  air,  air  thick 
with  free  thought,  sometimes  vapid, 
often  crazy,  sometimes  scholarly,  but 
always   free. 

Monte  Randall,  onetime  Northwest- 
ern gadfly,  is  master  of  the  gavel,  the 
Major  Bowes  of  this  Bohemian  ama- 
ture  hour.  He  introduces  the  speakers, 
then  sits  at  the  back  of  the  platform 
with  arms  crossed,  politely  bored.  If 
the  speaker  is  dull,  he  rises,  uncrosses 
and  recrosses,  uncrosses  and  recrosses 
his  arms  unoffensively  but  ominously. 
If  the  speaker  is  persistent,  Monte 
reaches  leisurely  for  the  gavel;  the 
speaker  hastens  to  his  conclusion. 

From  time  to  time,  small  parties  of 
patrons  drift  in  or  drift  out.  The  au- 
dience turns  to  the  door  to  scan  new 
arrivals.  Everyone  smokes,  chats  quiet- 
ly, or  looks  at  the  ceiling  between 
times. 

A  learned  professor  starts  lecturing 
on  "What  I  Saw  in  Russia."  His  talk 
is  not  dull,  not  interesting,  not  lifeless, 
not  bombastic,  not  good,  not  bad.  The 
audience  is  quiet,  decorous,  comfort- 
able, asleep.  The  learned  professor 
drones  on  learnedly.  He  stops,  there 
is  applause.  Monte  takes  the  stand  and 
in  a  few  well  chosen  words  indicating 
a  vast  store  of  general  knowledge, 
sums  up  the  talk  for  the  benefit  of 
the   sleepers.    He   calls   for   questions, 


the  response  is  not  colossal.  The  speak- 
er side  tracks  the  curious  with  a  para- 
graph or  two  of  digression.  A  young 
man  with  a  face  reminiscent  of  a  pair 
of  fire  tongs  lurches  to  his  feet,  "Not 
to  question  the  integrity  of  the  speak- 
er— "  Monte  breaks  him  off,  "Would 
you  like  to  save  it  for  the  discussion 
period.?  If  you  please.  Thank  you." 
The  ardent  voung  man  decides  to 
save   it. 

The  discussion  period  begins,  and 
with  it  the  fire  works.  A  transforma- 
tion takes  place  as  the  audience  snaps 
to  attention.  Fire  Tongs  strays  to  the 
platform  with  the  notes  he  has  pre- 
pared. He  launches  ino  his  disserta- 
tion with  an  array  of  good  words  and 
excellent  metaphors,  but  no  apparent 
purpose.  The  audience  wonders  who 
he's  mad  at,  what  he's  driving  at,  but 
doesn't  much  care.  He  is  given  three 
minutes,  then  the  Badgering  starts. 
Someone  pipes  up  from  the  back  of 
the  room,  "Say  something  Joe."  Every- 
one laughs  while  Fire  Tongs  shouts 
vainly  in  an  attempt  to  make  himself 
heard  above  the  din.  "Will  the  gentle- 
men who  are  interrupting  me  please 
bray  and  complete  the  illusion?"  he 
inquires  in  ringing  tones.  The  badger 
repeats  his  sally,  "Say  something  Joe." 
"I  always  enjoy  a  circus  whether  it's 
under  a  tent  or  in  Lincoln  Park,"  cries 
Fire  Tongs.  "So  what?"  cries  the 
badger.  This  has  him  stopped.  He 
barrels  on  through  his  notes  as  best 
he  can,  then  returns  to  hi  s  seat  happy, 
he    has    had    his    say. 

Mr.  Krutz  follows  him  to  the  stand. 
He  too  is  mad  at  someone.  He  tells 
the  audience  not  to  believe  what  they 
read  in  the  papers.  Everyone  agrees 
with  him,  but  badgers  him  just  the 
same.  Next  at  bat  is  Joe  Spigonni. 
Joe  is  mad  at  someone.  There  is  no 
possible    way   to   find   out   who    Joe's 


mad  at  though,  because  he  can  hardly 
speak  English.  As  soon  as  he  is  fin- 
ished, a  girl  with  mannish  hair,  man- 
nish clothes  and  a  mannish  voice  takes 
the  stand.  She  opines  that  there  has 
been  too  much  digression  in  the  dis- 
cussion anyway.  Monte  shakes  hands 
with  her  and  closes  the  forum. 

The  next  topic  under  discussion  is 
headed  "Disturbances  of  the  Love  Life 
in  Modern  Society."  There  are  three 
speakers.  An  emminent  doctor  who 
has  written  articles  for  medical  jour- 
nals opens.  He  has  ten  pages  of  notes 
which  he  consults  constantly.  Once  he 
loses  his  place,  and  after  a  painful 
pause  of  five  minutes  during  which 
he  fumbles  notes  frantically,  he  gets 
started  again  but  unfortunately  repeats 
what  he  has  just  said.  His  disserta- 
tion is  full  of  confounding  technical 
terms.  This  speech  has  a  definite 
point  which  he  makes  very  well,  how- 
ever. His  message  is  in  substance  that 
when  people  of  one  sex  feel  inclina- 
tions towards  members  of  their  own 
sex  rather  than  members  of  the  other 
sex  and  vice  versa,  they  are  fairies. 

Devoting  his  time  to  the  same  deli- 
cate subject,  (the  second  speaker  is 
slightly  more  incoherent.  The  badgers 
seem  to  have  run  out  of  wise  cracks 
and  the  closing  period  is  serene.  The 
third  speaker  names  and  denounces  a 
certain  night  club  where  women  dance 
together.  We  note  the  address  of  the 
joint. 

Not  all  of  the  time  is  devoted  to 
such  horseplay.  Sometimes  the  speak- 
ers are  very  good,  and  the  discussion 
lively  and  informative.  Sometimes  the 
entertainment  is  enhanced  by  informal 
performers  who  sing  or  tell  jokes. 
Everyone  who  attends  the  Club  Mont- 
parnasse has  a  good  time  and  an  in- 
teresting one.  No  one  ever  really  gets 
mad. 
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FEATS  OF  SAMSON      SIZE  19 


Our  Own  Bible  Story 


By  STUART  MERRILL 


Samson  had  a  thick  head  of  hair 
like  a  Fuller  Brush  mop.  His  biceps 
stood  out  like  coconuts.  His  grip 
could  powder  a  pair  of  dice.  He  picked 
his  teeth  with  elephant  tusks.  For  ex- 
ercise he  tossed  around  the  biggest  and 
most  used  bone  in  the  world  —  the 
jawbone  of  a  gossiping  Amazon. 

Some  people  claim  that  his  strength 
was  due  to  a  correspondence  course, 
in  muscle  building,  while  gossipy 
neighbors  say  that  Goliath  was  the 
community   iceman. 

In  the  spring  when  a  young  man's 
fancy  lightly  turns  to  thoughts  that 
the  women  have  been  thinking  all 
winter,  young  Samson  set  out  to  look 
for  a  job.  Success  was  not  far  off,  for 
a  bigamist,  named  Solomon,  hired 
Samson  as  a  bouncer  in  his  beer  ta- 
vern. Also  he  was  to  work  in  the 
floor  show,  for  he  was  the  only  man 
in  that  part  of  the  country  that  could 
hold  a  keg  of  beer  on  his  head  and 
do  a  tap  dance.  Hence,  they  put  out 
a  sign  billing  the  show:  "Beer  on 
Tap." 


David  tried  his  hand  at  hitting  the  infant  Ethiopians 


Being  just  a  kid  and  knowing  very 
little  about  the  ways  of  the  world, 
Samson  noticed  that  everytime  some- 
body was  going  to  drink  a  glass  of 
wine,  they'd  clink  the  glasses  together 
and  then  say  something,  but  what  he 
didn't  know.  He  edged  closer  to  a 
table  to  hear  what  was  going  on.  He 
heard  a  man  say,  "Clinkum,  Drinkum, 
and  Nod."    That  puzzled  him.    That 


Samson  and  Delilah  take  a  jaunt  to  Coney  Island 


night,  when  he  got  home,  he  began 
to  write  in  his  diary.  He  knew  his 
mother  studied  prose  in  school,  so  he 
always  wrote  in  a  verse  code.  He  be- 
gan— 
'Twos  the  night  before  New  Years, 

and  all  through  the  town, 
All  drin\s  were  being  stirred  and  then 

passed  around; 
Perpetual  motion  seemed  the  move- 
ment of  the  drinks, 
Then   creatures   began   staggering  and 
lookjng  for  sin\s. 
Now  Samson  with  his  flowing  mane 
and  muscular   physique  was   quite  an 
attraction,    and    males    with    borrowed 
wives,    (not   Solomon's)    swarmed   the 
place.    The  other  tavern  keepers  began 
to  lose  business.   They  suffered  so  that 
they    all    got   together   and    offered    a 
free  prize  to  the  man  who  could  solve 
the  secret  of  Samson's  strength. 

Time  slipped  by.  Solomon's  busi- 
ness flourished,  for  wise  old  Solomon 
knew  that  there  wasn't  much  to  talk 
about  at  parties  until  after  one  or  two 
of  the  couples  have  left.  Thus  he  al- 
ways had  Samson  bounce  a  few  and 
somehow  they  always  grabbed  a  hand- 
ful of  his  flowing  hair.  Hair  being 
torn  out  and  kegs  of  beer  rubbing  it 
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thin,  he  noticed  a  cool  feeling  on  the 
top  of  his  head.  Think  of  it.  His  one 
crowning  glory  was  thinning  out.  He 
felt  like  taking  down  his  hair,  what 
was  left  of  it,  and  having  a  good  cry. 
Samson  heard  over  the  radio  that 
rubbing  and  massaging  the  scalp 
would  revive  and  bring  back  hair. 
But  he  was  so  muscle-bound  he  could- 
n't reach  behind  his  ears.  Samson  was 
worried.  In  fact,  he  was  desperate. 

So  he  decided  to  visit  Delilah,  the 
lady  barber.  She  was  as  vicious  as  she 
was  beautiful.  Samson  didn't  know 
that  Delilah's  papa  was  a  rival  tavern 
keeper;  all  he  knew  was  that  she  was 
pretty  and  poor;  but  then  doesn't  the 
girl  with  the  least  principle  draw  the 
most  interest? 

Now  his  mother  called  him  Samson, 
his  rivals  called  him  a  number  of  un- 
printable things,  but  Delilah  always 
called   him   "Sammy." 

"Sammy,  old  boy,"  said  Delilah,  tak- 
ing advantage  of  leap  year,  "Let's  you 
and  me  take  a  little  jaunt  down  to 
Coney  Island.  The  sun  will  do  your 
hair  good,  and  you  need  a  change." 
This  invitation  was  just  a  trick  of 
Delilah's  to  gain  Samson's  confidence. 
Once  in  possession  of  that  confidence 
she  would  ease  from  him  the  secret  of 
his   strength. 

Samson  accepted  and  they  started 
out.  They  came  to  the  river.  All  the 
ferry  boats  were  filled  and  chugging 
across  the  stream.  There  was  an  old 
flat  tub  preparing  to  shove  off.  "Hey 
there,  captain,  "shouted  Samson,  "How 
much  to  ferry  us  across?" 

"Ten  cents  apiece,"  was  the  gruff 
reply.  The  two  climbed  aboard  and 
the  tub  started  across.  Soon  bellow- 
ings  were  heard,  and  animals  of  all 
descriptions  sallied  forth  from  the 
hatch  with  mean  expressions  on  their 
faces,  and  roamed  the  deck.  Samson 
sauntered  up  to  the  captain  and  said, 
"What's  the  idea  of  letting  all  those 
animals   on  this  boat?" 

He  said,  "Wait  a  minute — all  these 
animals  want  to  know  why  I  let  you 
two  creatures  aboard.  See  that  sign." 
Samson  looked  up.  It  read  "Noah's 
Ark."     He    said,    "Oh,    but    tell    me, 


captain,  why  do  you  have  two  of  each 
kind  of  animal?" 

"Son,  there's  no  truth  whatsoever  in 
that  stork  theory,  none  whatever." 

By  that  time  the  boat  jerked  to  a 
stop.  Delilah  and  Samson  sauntered 
over  to  the  fair  grounds.  They  saw  a 
man  with  a  long  black  beard  perched 
up  on  a  box.  A  derby  hat  pressed  on 
his  curly  hair  and  his  hands  arrogant- 
ly twirled  a  cane.  A  crowd  drank  in 
every  word  he  spoke.  He  was  the 
master  barker  of  the  show. 

Samson   leaned   over  and   whispered 
in  the  ear  of  Delilah,  "Who's   that?" 
"Why  that's   Moses,"   said   Delilah. 
"How  do  you  know?" 


"Can't  you  see,  Sammy,  every  time 
he  opens  his  mouth  the  bull  rushes?" 

The  couple  after  buying  their  tickets 
strolled  into  the  fair.  They  walked  by 
many  amusements  and  Samson's  eyes 
bulged  with  excitement.  Delilah's  eyes 
shifted  with  shrewdness  for  she  was 
awaiting  the  proper  time  to  question 
Samson  concerning  the  source  of  his 
strength. 

Samson  spied  a  concession  where 
men  were  throwing  balls  at  Ethiopians 
who  showed  their  faces  through  cir- 
cles in  the  canvas.  Samson  tried  a 
few  shots  but  his  muscles  were  too 
bulky  for  the  lighter  exercise  and  he 
always  missed.  A  young  lad  stepped 
up   and   asked   for   three   shots.    Then 


When  Moses  opens  his  mouth,  the  bull  rushes 
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he  unrolled  the  turban  from  his  head, 
and  formed  a  sling  by  holding  the 
two  ends.  He  placed  the  balls  in  the 
pocket.  After  whirling  it  about  his 
head  three  times — zingo — he  let  fly  and 
hit  all  three  colored  men  at  once. 
People  termed  him  the  human  shot- 
gun but  his  mother  said,  "Come  on, 
David,  you  have  to  save  your  arm  for 
that  big  ball  game  with  Goliath  this 
afternoon." 

Delilah  was  very  restless.  She  said, 
"Oh,  Sammy,  let's  go  over  there  and 
see  Daniel  put  his  lions  through  their 
paces."  They  walked  over  by  the 
lion's  cage.  There  were  three  of  the 
oldest  animals  that  Samson  had  ever 
seen.  They  didn't  have  a  tooth  in  their 
heads;  their  manes  were  as  sparsely 
populated  as  a  cupie  doll's  wig;  and 
the  wrinkles  in  their  hide  looked  like 
an  irregular  job  of  pleating.  Those 
lions  were  so  lazy  they  hated  to  yawn 
and   stretch  for   themselves. 

Just  then  Delilah  saw  a  sign  which 
said  "Trained  Fleas."  That  put  a  bug 
in  her  ear.  She  hurried  Samson  home. 
At  her  doorway  she  said,  "Sammy, 
I've  had  a  wonderful  time.  Won't  you 
come  up  to  my  apartment  and  see  my 
itchings?  You  know  I've  been  in  the 
barber  business  for  a  long  time,  and 
I  possess  some  of  the  finest  itchings 
that  have  ever  been  scratched." 

Sammy  remembered  vaguely  that 
his  mother  had  warned  him  against 
such  things,  but  there  was  something 
calling  in  his  ear.  Perhaps  it  was  the 
call  of  Dan  Cupid  or  even  the  call  of 
the  wild  oats.  Nevertheless,  Samson 
accepted  and  stepped  into  the  elevator. 

Samson  seated  himself  in  a  nice  big 
soft  barber  chair.  Delilah  offered  him 
a  gin  fizz.  He  said  "No  thanks,  Deli- 
lah, I'm  saving  my  thirst  for  the  W. 
C.  T.  U.  Beer  Drinking  Contest." 
Kneeling  down  before  him  Delilah 
said, 

year  —  betore   1    propose, 
secret  of  your  strength." 


She  grabbed  a  hammer  and  quickly 
bounced  it  off  his  head.  For  some 
reason  or  other  he  went  to  sleep.  Then 
Delilah  looked  over  her  collections  of 
itchings,  but  none  would  do  so  she 
grabbed  a  few  ticks  from  the  clock 
and  inserted  them  in  Samson's  flowing 
mane.  Quickly  they  made  their  way 
to  the  roots.  They  began  to  yell, 
"Three  roots  for  you,  three  roots  for 
me,  and  one  for  sister  Dellie."  They 
were  known  as  the  rooting  section. 
After  they  had  gnawed  the  hair  off 
at  the  roots,  the  long  locks  fell  to  the 
floor.  Delilah  pulled  out  her  razor 
and  finished  the  job.  She  shaved  his 
head  as  clean  as  a  cue  ball.  It  was 
bare   and   shiny. 

Soon  Samson  woke  up.  He  said, 
"Boy,  that  was  a  close  shave,  Delilah, 
but  the  joke's  on  you."  Then  he  said 
to    himself    and    listened,    "She    shall 


never  know  that  my   strength  lies   in 
the  hair  on  my  chest." 

Delilah  became  angry  and  said, 
"Sammy,  you  have  deceived  me — you 
cannot  make  a  mockery  of  my  love, 
you  bald-headed  gorilla  —  you  shall 
never  see  my  ankle  again."  In  her 
rage  she  whacked  him  on  the  chin 
with  the  hammer.  He  went  out  like 
a  light,  only  with  a  light  you  don't 
press  the  button  so  hard. 

Then  Delilah  regained  her  senses. 
She  knew  that  she  could  never  learn 
the  secret  of  his  strength  while  he  was 
in  the  state  of  unconsciousness. 

Thus  Delilah  revived  him  by  pour- 
ing a  stein  of  draft  beer  over  his  head. 
Being  in  a  draft  minus  his  hair,  Sam- 
son caught  a  terrible  chest  cold.  Deli- 
lah tore  open  his  shirt  in  an  attempt 
to  bare  his  chest.  It  looked  more  like 
a  bear  chest.  Nevertheless  she  applied 
(Continued  on  Page  30) 


d,    "Sammy,    old    boy,    this    is   leap  r  {^f\  /»  , 
ar  —  before   I    propose,   tell   me   the  " 


"I  cannot  tell  a  lie,  Dellie  (he  calls 
her  Dellie  for  short),  my  strength  lies 
in  my  bushy  hair." 


Samson  became  a  bouncer  in  a  beer  tavern 
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BLACK 

HEART 

The  Story  of  an 
Editor 


If  printer's  ink  ever  flowed  in  the 
veins  of  mortal,  so  does  it  bubble  and 
surge  from  the  black  heart  of  the 
Daily's  managing  editor.  A  true  news- 
paper man  in  every  sense  is  Wade 
Hampton  Nichols  Junior. 

With  penetrating  realistic  insight, 
Nichols  has  understool  from  his  infant 
days  at  Northwestern-by-the-lake  that 
the  big  jobs  at  the  top  are  open  to  the 
guys  who  can  pull  the  strings;  for  four 
long  years,  therefore,  Junior  has  been 
curling  strings  around  his  long  fingers. 
Occasionally  the  strings  have  broken 
or  slipped — but  not  often.  Not  every 
fool  is  editor  of  the  campus  rag. 

Born  down  south  in  Alabama,  Junior 
has  retained  few  of  the  smilin'  South's 
trade  marks.  When  Sonny  Boy  was 
in  his  'teens,  the  Nichols  family 
treked  north  to  Chicago,  the  cradle  of 
the  great  and  the  graveyard  of  the 
meek.  No  graveyard  for  Junior,  Chi- 
cago has  been  his  salvation. 

A  south  Chicago  high  school  har- 
bored the  wonder  boy  thru  the  trying 
years — years  of  quick  maturity  which 
have  left  Junior  emotionally  unstrung. 
No  whiz-bang  in  high  school,  Junior 
left  his  talents  unblossomed  until  he 
cavorted  into  N.  U. 

The  stronghold  of  north  campus  sta- 
bility and  intrigue  welcomed  another 
Nichols  into  the  fold  and  Junior  pledg- 
ed Phi  Gamma  Delta;  Clarence  Ni- 
chols, Wade's  six-year  older  brother, 
had  been  a  Fiji  as  well  as  other  things 
at  Northwestern;  privileged  gates  open- 
ed quickly  for  the  younger  lad.  The  in- 
carnation of  ruddy  health  and  adoles- 
cent innocence,  Junior  soon  learned, 
and  began  his  metamorphosis  into  the 


suave,  manacing  man  about  town 
whom  house  mothers  still  eye  with 
trepidation. 

The  brothers  tossed  Junior  into  the 
black  pit  of  campus  activities  and  dust- 
ed off  their  hands;  but  Junior  evoked 
their  surprise  by  keeping  his  head  above 
the  murky  waters;  he  began  to  swim 
and  even  developed  an  enviable  stroke. 

In  his  sophomore  year,  Junior  got 
himself  elected  vice  -  president  of  the 
powerfully  corrupt  Men's  Union — an 
unprecedented  feat  for  a  sophie.  About 
this  time  Dean  Jimmie  Armstrong 
thought  it  advisable  to  rouse  himself; 
he  surveyed  Nichols  with  unctuous, 
blank  eyes,  cleared  his  School  of  Speech 
throat,  made  his  usual  profound  state- 
ment: "Nichols  is  a  good  boy;  he  will 
go  far;  but  he  will  bear  watching." 

Today,  the  horse  is  behind  the  apple- 
cart. Editor  Nichols  is  doing  the  sur- 
veying; the  Dean's  office  is  bearing  the 


watching.  The  Daily's  open  scrutiny 
of  every  administration  action  is  not 
Nichols'  idea  alone,  however,  co-felon 
Hotz,  editorial  chairman,  manages  a 
pret'-y  good  crtical  gaze  himself. 

Juniors  social  life  is  sperficially  com- 
mon-place. Between  an  intensive  af- 
fair with  a  famous  campus  mermaid, 
and  another  intensive  interlude  with  a 
Milwaukee  beauty  Junior  has  free- 
lanced. For  some  months  now,  the  Pi 
Phis  have  housed  his  pin.  Edythe  Lou 
Docekal  is  his  one  heart-throb.  Curi- 
ously enough,  Edy  is  the  woman's 
page  editor  on  the  Daily;  altho  Edy 
is  admittedly  competent,  the  fact  that 
Nichols  appointed  her  to  the  job  is 
still  raising  eyebrows.  Junior  is  always 
sincere  in  his  loving,  as  in  everything 
else;  there  is  no  playing  while  the 
cat's  away.  Edy  has,  and  need  have 
no  fears;  if  and  when  the  ardor  cools, 
she'll  \now  about  it. 

{Continued  on  Page  32) 
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WHAT  DO  YOU  SAY? 

High  Brow  says:  "Please  possess 
yourself  with  silence." 

Low  Brow  says:  "Shut  yore  tater 
trap." 


A  BLACK  OUT 

Miss  Betty  Bebbe,  the  beautiful 
show  girl,  says  that  the  Waa-Mu  elec- 
tricians did  their  best  work  when  the 
lights  went  out. 


(9 


A  REAL  SHOW  GIRL— 

Although  Bonnie  Donahue  has  only 
one  steady  boy  friend,  she's  been  ex- 
hibiting a  couple  of  nice  pins  lately, 
and   that    isn't   all. 


Ralph  Mack,  romeo  and  philosopher, 
says  you  can  make  any  girl  hot  under 
the  collar  by  mentioning  an  old  flame. 


CHIPS 


By  STUART  MERRELL 


Men   love   to  make   passes 
At   girls   who   tilt  glasses. 

Guy  Mercer. 
Is  that  auto-biographical,  Guy? 

On  the  hilltop  in  front  of  Deering 
Library  was  discovered  a  spring  with 
iron  content.    That  was  quite  a  stretch 
of  the  imagination.    Here's  another  ad- 
vertising scheme  that  got  rusty  too. 
Give  me  a  date  in  a  Ford  V-8 
And  a  rumble  seat  built  for  two 
And  we  will  Waa-Mu,  Waa-Mu, 
Waa-Mu. 
Built  for  Ben  Handcraft,  Crooner 


GEOLOGY  LESSON,  GIRLS 

When  she's  not  the  only  pebble  on  the 
beach 
And  she  begins  to  get  a  little  older, 
She   then   begins   to  change   her   plans 
To  make  herself  a  little  bolder. 

— Gertrude  Grippen 
The  Voice  of  Experience. 


Wilmette  Harbor  is  the  route  of  all 
evil. 


Is  it  true  that  the  only  time  some 
Co-eds  keep  a  stiff  upper  lip  is  when 
they  are  putting  on  lip-stick? 

♦ 

"Yahoo"  Woy  swung  at  bad  pitches 
like  a  wild  man,  so  Burt  Ingwersen 
had  him  placed  in  a  batting  cage. 


Although  DeWitt  Gibson  has  the 
weight  behind  him  to  play  the  tackle 
position,  he  still  has  plenty  of  weight 
in  front.  His  favorite  position  is  hori- 
zontal. 


Dear  Mr.  Chips, 

I  am  afflicted  with  fickle-itus  and 
thus  fall  for  every  boy  I  meet.  I 
don't  mind  that  so  much,  but  how 
can  I  get  rid  of  my  old  boy  friends? 

Signed,  Wistful  Chub. 


Dear  Miss  Wistful  Chub, 

Use    Jergen's    Lotion,    it    will    take 
any  chap  right  off  your  hands. 
Lotions  of  Love, 

Chipper. 
P.  S. — What  is  your  Phone  No.? 


ate  KMtazuj  thetz 


. .  they're  mild 
and  yet 
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PROFESSORS 


AND 


THEIR  LIFE 

IN  WORD  AND  PICTURE 


Alone  at  last 


'I've  underlined  the  parts  you're  not  supposed  to  read." 


BOY  MEETS  GIRL. 


"Sir,"  quod  I,  "this  game  is  doon."  (Chaucsr) 


So  what? 


FEBRUARY,     1936 
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'It  won't  be  long  now." 


My!  What  a  lovely  pair  of  eyes. 


"No! — No  dance  until  your  hands  are  warmer!' 


"Ooh — My  poor  head — Never  again!'1 


'Step  right  this  way,  gents,  an'  meet  the  king." 
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Charlie   Agnew 
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Bernie  Cummins 
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CHARLIE  AGNEW 


BERNIE  CUMMINS 

A  NIGHT  AT  THE  SENIOR  BALL 


Charlie  Agnew,  featured  orchestra  in 
the  College  Inn,  the  Stevens,  the  Hotel 
Morrison,  star  of  radio  with  the  Lucky 
Strike  program,  favorite  of  thousands 
in  his  eight  years  of  band  leading,  will 
team  with  the  equally  celebrated  Ber- 
nie Cummins  at  the  Senior  Ball. 

After  reaching  the  heights  of  his 
profession  leading  a  "sweet"  band, 
Charlie  suddenly  decided  to  keep 
ahead  of  the  times,  and  so  now  pre- 
sents a  "swing"  band  that  is  one  of 
the  best.  Complete  rearrangement  of 
his  orchestra  was  performed  by  the 
noted  leader  in  changing  his  style  of 
music. 

Bernie  Cummins  presents  the  same 
versatile  orchestra  that  has  made  him 
liked  all  over  the  country.  With 
blonde,  blue-eyed  Dorothy  Crane  as 
his  vocalist,  Bernie  plays  captivating 
rhythms  today  at  the  Edgewater  Beach 
hotel. 

The  two  leaders  traveled  over  simi- 
lar paths  in  their  march  to  the  heights. 
Agnew  rose  from  the  ranks  of  music 
and  when  he  wanted  to  try  out  his 
own  ideas,  Cummins  created  his  own 
band  when  he  could  find  none  to 
properly  interpret  music  for  his  own 
dancing. 

When  ten  year  old  Charlie  Agnew 


found  himself  living  a  mile  and  a 
half  from  his  nearest  friend,  outside 
of  Newark,  New  Jersey,  he  saw  that 
he  couldn't  waste  the  time  it  took 
to  walk  the  distance.  So  he  took  his 
cornet,  upon  which  he  learned  to  play, 
and  blew  signals  to  his  friend  a  mile 
and  a  half  away. 

Charlie  Agnew  came  to  Chicago  and 
secured  a  job  with  an  orchestra.  About 
eight  years  ago  he  organized  his  own 
band,  and  has  been  famous  ever  since. 
His  first  big  job  was  with  the  Edge- 
water  Beach  hotel,  and  since  then  he 
has  played  in  ballrooms  throughout  the 
east  and  middlewest.  The  Hotel  Neth- 
erland  Plaza  in  Cincinnati,  several 
Chicago  hotels,  the  Meadowbrook  club 
in  St.  Louis,  the  St.  Paul  hotel  in  St. 
Paul  are  among  the  places  which  have 
heard  Agnew's  band.  He  has  also  been 
featured  over  the  Yeast  Foamer's  pro- 
gram over  NBC,  and  the  Lucky  Strike 
program  with  Walter  Winchell. 

Emrie  Ann  Lincoln,  attractive  singer 
with  Agnew,  joined  his  band  three 
years  ago.  She  is  well  known  in  Chi- 
cago. Lon  Saxon,  the  other  singer  with 
the  band,  was  heard  singing  at  a  pri- 
vate party  by  Charlie  Agnew.  Imme- 
diately the  band  leader  signed  him  up. 
Bernie  Cummins  was  a  professional 


dancer  before  he  started  his  orchestra. 
He  found  that  no  band  could  properly 
interpret  his  dances,  so  he  formed  his 
own  ten  years  ago  in  Cincinnati.  He 
had  played  only  a  few  months  when 
he  secured  an  audition  at  the  Hotel 
New  Yorker  in  New  York  City,  and 
contrary  to  precedent,  he  landed  the 
job. 

Bernie  originally  was  a  drummer  in 
his  own  band,  but  he  has  stopped 
playing  now,  and  is  content  to  lead 
the  orchestra.  Singers  with  Bernie 
Cummins  are  Dorothy  Crane,  Ernie 
Mathias,  trumpeter  who  sings  swing 
pieces,  and  Walter  Cummins,  Bernie's 
brother.  Walter,  a  tenor,  also  plays 
the  banjo  in  the  orchestra. 

These  two  well-known  orchestras 
will  furnish  the  music  for  the  annual 
Senior  Ball,  to  be  held  April  3  at  the 
Edgewater  Beach  hotel.  Those  attend- 
ing may  look  forward  to  seeing,  in 
addition  to  the  orchestras,  the  presen- 
tation of  prizes  to  Northwestern  not- 
ables, including  the  Chief  Chump,  the 
Prince  of  Esquire,  the  High  Priest  of 
Bacchus,  the  Princess  of  Temptation, 
Madam  Apple  Polisher,  and  the  Vis- 
countess of  Vogue.  A  floor  show  will 
be  provided. 
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HIGH   LIGHTS 

The   Morrison    Hotel 


By  JOHNNIE  FULLER 


Greetings  —  Your  old  night  rider  is 
back  again,  with  a  pile  of  gossip  in- 
tended to  brighten  your  thoughts  and 
weaken  your  mind.  So  be  comfortable 
and  put  the  old  shoes  on  a  chair  be- 
cause when  this  little  boy  starts  sling- 
ing the  bull,  anything  can  happen. 

Remember,  not  so  long  ago,  on 
Friday  the  thirteenth?  That,  friends, 
was  the  grand  opening  of  Ted  Lewis' 
latest  appearance  in  the  windy  city. 
And  it  seems  that  the  better  half  of  our 
social  lights  were  out  that  night  to  cele- 
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brate  the  return  of  the  old  Jazz  Mae- 
stro. In  fact  the  Terrace  Room  of  the 
Morrison  Hotel  was  crammed  even  to 
the  last  modernistic  terrace.  And  all 
the  while  a  red  eye  over  the  Terrace 
Bar  gazed  soberly  at  the  swaying  au- 
dience and  seemed  to  reflect  the  spirit 
of  the  joyous  occasion. 

"The  High-hatted  Tragedian  of 
Song"  opened  his  new  floor  show  with, 
"Is  Everybody  Happy?",  rendered  as  if 
he  thought  half  of  us  weren't,  and  the 
other  half  didn't  care.  But  even  my 
personal  prejudices  disappeared  like 
a  bottle  of  beer  in  the  Phi  Kap  lodge 
before  the  show  was  half  over.  The 
old  night  rider  heartily  awards  the 
pink  stamp  of  approval  to  the  compe- 
tent entertainers  —  especially  in  favor 
of  a  certain  talented  little  dancer  — 
and  sincerely  recommends  them  for 
your  approval. 

"The  King's  Jesters"  remain  to  play 
for  the  intermissions,  and  offer  many 
new  arrangements.  But  still  the  man- 
agement is  announcing  the  engage- 
ment of  Sophie  Tucker  as  a  chaser  .  .  . 
"Am  I  Blue?"  .  .  .  I'm  telling  you! 
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LOAF'S   SWEET   SONG 

(Being  a  baker's  letter  to  his  girl) 
"Sweet  Tart, 

You  are  waffle  cute,  and  you're  roll 
the  world  to  me.  I  am  a  well-bread 
young  man,  and  that  is  a  good  raisin 
why  you  should  marry  me,  also,  I 
sure  can  raise  the  dough.  Be  my  but- 
ter half,  and  everything  will  pan  out 
all  right.  Icing  your  praises  day  and 
night,  bake-cause  I  loaf  you.  Dough- 
nut refuse  me,  my  honey-bun,  or  you're 
cruller  than  I  thought  you  were.  I 
deserve  your  consideration,  since  you 
are  the  flour  of  my  eggsistance. 
Your  Loafer, 
I.  M.  Baked." 

— Widow. 


TO  THE  MEN 
I'm  sick  of  hearing  puerile  puns; 

I'm  sick  of  feeble  gags. 
I'm   sick   of   hearing  smutty   jokes 

From  gents  who  think  they're  wags. 
I'm  sick  of  leering,  knowing  looks 

From  wise  and  wolfish  guys; 
I'm   sick   of  being  bright  and   coy 

While  listening  to  their  lies. 
I'm   sick   of   men   who   take   out   girls 

And  show  off  to  impress  them; 
I'm  sick  of  men  in  general  — 

I   bate   the   men — God  bless  them! 
— Medley. 

♦ 

A    corps    is    a    dead    gentleman,    a 
corpse  is  a  dead  lady. 

— Old  Maid. 


Humpty  Dumpty  sat  on  the  wall 
Humpty  Dumpty  had  a  big  fall 
All   the   King's   horses   and   all   the 
King's   men 
Came  riding  by  on  side-saddles — 
the  sissies. 

— Los- 


DANGER 

Voice  on  the  phone  (2  a.  m.):  "Is 
this  the  Phi  Ep  lodge?" 

Korff:   "Yes." 

Voice:  "Is  your  house  on  the  bus 
line?" 

Korff:   "Yes." 

Voice:  "Well,  you'd  better  move  it; 
there's  a  bus  coming!" 
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Hello  people  .  .  .  It's  your  old  aunty 
back  again  with  some  more  of  that 
lush  that  you  all  like  written  about 
others  .  .  but  not  about  yourself  .  .  . 
Well,  as  always,  here  is  the  dope  .  . 
and  your  aunt  'pollyana'  gonna  spare 
the  horses!  .  .  But  bear  up  under  the 
burden  my  dears  .  .  .  After  all,  about 
the  only  thing  we  write  about  is  the 
love  that  burns  in  your  hearts  so  true. 
(About  as  true  as  a  two  dollar  cornet) 
.  .  Love,  after  all,  is  only  a  dog's  life 
...  It  is  just  a  lot  of  petting  and  lot 
of  scraps  ...  So  without  further  ado, 
let  us  proceed  to  the  dirt  .  .  .  Stand  up 
and  lean  against  the  curbstone  if  you 
wish. 

Now  maybe,  the  Delta  Gammas  have 
solved  the  problem  for  them  .  .  .At 
their  initation  banquet  the  usual  tro- 
phies and  cups  were  passed  out  for 
scholarship,  etc.  .  .  And  then  they  pre- 
sented a  new  one,  a  real  'loving'  cup. 
Who  else  could  be  eligible  for  it  than 
our  little  friend  Florence  La  Croix 
.  .  The  answer  is  self-evident  .  .  .  she 
of  the  many  pins  and  romances,  pro- 
fessor of  campus  heart  throbs  for  years, 
and  at  present  the  possessor  of  Johnny 
Kinder's  badge. 

The  Betas  are  loose  again  .  .  .  Hal 
Carlson  and  Ralph  Mack  took  a  vote 
and  put  their  litde  pins  on  the  Bur- 
nette  sisters.  They  are  members  of  that 
great  sorority  .  .  the  three  D's.  Mack, 


rates  with  the  best  of  them  when  it 
comes  to  hanging  a  pin  .  .  .  He's  got 
more  lines  than  the  Pennsylvania  rail- 
road, and  they  cover  the  country  .  . 
Just  a  problem  child  .  .  .  Well  it's 
always  nice  to  keep  the  Betas  (if  you 
have  to)  in  the  family. 

Ellie  Chase,  Kappa,  was  really  trou- 
bled over  those  signatures  for  Waa-Mu 
.  .  Everyone  thought  that  she  should 
go  to  the  Sig  Chi  house  to  see 

.  Well  she  wound  up  over 
at  the  Goodrich  grill  .  .  Why?  .  .  Bob 
Anderson  is  reason  enough,  I  guess. 
It  was  also  suggested  that  she  go  over 
to  the  Sigma  Nu  Athletic  club  but 
E/oise  says  that  she  is  tired  of  trying 
to  reform  Bill  Hoistings  .  .  It  just  cain't 
be  done,  says  she.  Well  what  does 
love  mean  anyhow  ...  It  means  noth- 
ing in  tennis. 

I  don't  know  what  the  5.  A.  E.'s 
would  do  without  Han\  Spanjer  .  .  . 
He  throws  the  best  parties  for  the  boys 
.  .  Sort  of  a  little  'pet-together'  .  .  . 
Pearson  Graham  is  his  most  constant 
customer  .  .  .  Pearson  is  a  funny  kid. 
He  will  date  one  gal,  corner  another 
one  at  the  party,  and  then  tell  how  much 
he  thinks  of  a  third  one  .  .  some  fun. 
The  tea  that  Hank  serves  is  excellent. 
Why  he  removed  the  cork  from  one 
pot  of  it  and  .  .  .well  you  have  seen  his 
mustache,  haven't  you? 

Du\e  Vance,  Sigma  Nu,  holds  all 
records  for  hanging  and  removing  his 
pin  from  one  and  the  same  gal  .  .  . 
She  is  Helen  Schmidt  of  the  Theta 
domestic  society.  Not  so  long  ago  he 
lost  it  in  the  grill  .  .  .  Ever  helpful 
Park  Wray  found  it  and  in  a  jest, 
hung   it   on   Johnny    Wa\eman.    She 


forgot  to  take  it  off  and  the  Kappas 
looked  on  in  awe  over  their  mid-day 
feeding  period  .  .  .  Johnny  remained 
mum,  but  news  got  around  very  fast; 
just  whose  pin  it  really  was.  In  fact 
it  got  so  far  that  Helen  heard  of  the 
affair  without  the  explanatory  details. 
Du\e  spent  fully  three  hours  going 
over  the  situation  before  he  got  back 
in  the  swim  again.  But  Helen  will 
never  love  another  .  .  .  not  if  she 
can  get  out  of  this  affair. 

I  notice  that  the  list  of  campused 
gals  is  increasing  .  .  .  and  with  such 
social  climbers,  too.  .  .  .  Which  re- 
minds me  that  late  hours  are  bad  for 
one,  anyway  .  .  .  but  what  two  can 
do  with  them  is  another  story. 

Ike  Waldo,  a  law  student,  has  been 
doing  quite  well  by  Barbara  Ann 
Sargent.  However,  in  the  springtime 
one's  heart  turns  to  other  things  sooo. 
He  got  himself  a  date  with  Marceil 
Lydic\,  Delta  Gamma.    Things  went 

well  with  much  holding  of  hands 

Then  came  those  inevitable  late  hours 
...  the  room  became  a  little  noisier 
.  .  .  until  finally  Mr.  Waldo  had 
reached  his  peak.  The  result  of  the 
whole  affair  was  Marceil  is  more  than 
willing  to  give  up  her  share  in  Ike- 
In  other  words  she  told  him  to  meet 
her  out  at  Churchill  on  Monday  night 
.  .  .  That's  amateur  night. 

Chuckje  Thomas,  Alpha  Phi,  has 
finally  broken  her  engagement  with 
Jimmp  Perkins,  Sig  Chi  of  the  'yester- 
year.' It  seems  that  the  younger  gen- 
eration of  that  house  intrigues  her,  .  .  . 
None  other  than  the  big  silent  Phi 
Bete,  Jim  Delano.  Anyway,  no  one 
will  ever  be  able  to  say  that  she  was 
driven  to  it  .  .  .  Not  Chuckje  .  .  .  She 


24 


PURPLE     PARROT 


and  Jim  always  like  that  exercise  that 
you  get  from  walking.  .  .  .  Speaking 
of  Alpha  Phis,  always  reminds  me  of 
the  great  love  of  the  house.  Dorothy 
Handle  and  Muff  Doherty,  the  Delt. 
.  .  .  She  certainly  must  be  an  inter- 
esting gal.  .  .  .  He  fell  asleep  the  other 
eve  talking  to  her  and  one  of  the 
brothers  had  to  wake  him  up.  .  .  .  He 
says  that  Waa-Mu  makes  him  so  tired. 

To  go  back  to  the  Sig  Chi's  pride, 
Vic\  Hanson,  I  certainly  heard  a  prize. 
You  know  Clar\  Kiebler  is  their  ad- 
visor and  Vic\  really  takes  all  his 
problems  to  the  professor  .  .  .  Vic\ 
even  asked  him  about  a  private  little 
love  affair  of  his.  .  .  .  He  would. 
The  other  evening  he  had  a  date  with 
Marge  Kelly,  Theta,  and  they  both 
sat  at  a  table  looking  at  the  rest  of 
the  party  imbibe  .  .  .  neither  would 
order.  ...  In  a  last  minute  check-up 
they  didn't  know  that  each  other 
would  tip  a  glass  of  the  cursed  stuff. 
...  So  they  both  held  off  for  respect 
of  the  other's  desires.  .  .  .  Swish. 

Now  that  the  Silver  Slipper  out  in 
Stickney  is  under  surveillance  of  the 
law  .  .  .  What  will  the  Phi  Psi's  do 
for  their  summer  rushing?  .  .  .  No- 
body knows.  ...  It  will  probably 
leave  a  lot  of  boys  without  a  late  spot 
to  hit.  It  certainly  is  an  interesting 
case  though.  Roger  Budrow,  Foster 
house,  and  Betty  Thompson,  the  Alpha 


Phi,  have  a  newsreporting  class  down- 
town together.  .  .  .  For  curiosity  (sez 
they)  they  went  over  and  listened  in 
on  all  the  proceedings.  .  .  .  How 
shocking. 

The  great  love  of  the  Theta  house 
is  about  to  have  a  short  intermission. 
.  .  .  Chip  Taylor  and  Shirley  Richard- 
son are  the  couple.  It  seems  that  while 
he  was  in  Europe  he  lived  with  a  cute 
young  girl  and  her  parents  for  a  few 
weeks  while  his  funds  were  low.  .  .  . 
Of  course,  nothing  serious.  .  .  .  He 
extended  the  invitation  to  her  to  come 
see  him  sometime.  .  .  .  Big  joke  .  .  . 
she  is  .  .  .  Soooo,  just  because  there 
really  isn't  anything  to  it,  he  has  de- 
cided that  the  only  time  he  can  see 
Skirl  is  at  his  lunch  hour  .  .  .  yeah. 
...  It  is  so  tragic  too.  .  .  .  Shirl 
planned  that  if  she  only  took  five 
hours  work  this  semester  they  could 
have  so  much  more  fun.  .  .  .  And  now 
look,  the  foreign  invasion  threatens  her 
portals. 

Beebe  Kellog,  Sig  Chi  frosh,  has 
finally  completed  his  little  elimination 
contest.  ...  It  was  long  and  drawn 
out  but  the  results  are  gratifying.  .  .  . 
The  only  contestant  left  is  Jane  Hen- 
nessey. .  .  .  However,  since  Freddy 
hind  has  shown  signs  of  becoming  re- 
interested  .  .  .  maybe  we'll  see  another 
Sig  Chi -Phi  Psi  fracas.  .  .  .  Oh  yes 
.  .  .  the  joke  of  the  column.  .  .  .  We 


understand  that  Libby  Weir,  Pi  Phi, 
was  heard  bragging  over  a  date  with 
"Wolf"  Benson.  .  .  .  It's  an  old  Benson 
adage  that  he  would  rather  be  in  jail 
than  be  loved  by  women;  he  claims 
he  can  get  out  of  jail. 

Well  your  old  aunty  is  getting  sort 
of  tired  and  will  have  to  close.  .  .  . 
Ran  across  an  interesting  comment  in 
a  Chicago  paper  the  other  day.  .  .  . 
The  Chief  of  Police  said  that  he  was 
going  to  stop  necking  and  petting 
along  the  lake  front.  .  .  .  Well,  he 
ought  to.  .  .  .  After  all,  a  Man  of  his 
age. 


A  little  bit  goes  a  long  way,  screamed 
the  bird  as  it  wheeled  high  over  the 
city. 

— Yellow  Jacket. 


"Another  combination  shot,"  said 
the  co-ed  as  she  leaned  too  far  over 
the  billiard  table. 


"Do  you  know  how  to  tell  a  profes- 
sor from  a  student?" 

"Oh,  all  right,  have  it  your  own 
way   and   tell   it." 

"Ask   him   what   'it'   is,   and   if  he 

says  it's  a  pronoun  he's  a  professor." 

— Cornell  Widow. 


To  hell  with  the  dating  bureau. 


When  buying  a  car  or  selecting  a 
wife  consider: 

i.  Type — Sport  model  or  business 
man's. 

2.  Appearance — Streamline  or  ice- 
wagon. 

3.  Amount  of  Compression. 

4.  Annual  Upkeep — Insurance,  re- 
pairs and  maintenance. 

5.  Depreciation. 

6.  Resistance  to  Shock. 

7.  Amount  of  paint. 

8.  Ability  to  stand  wear  and  tear. 

9.  Pick-up — Fast  or  slow  response. 

10.  Starting  speed;  condition  of 
"stop"  light. 

11.  Maximum  cruising  speed. 

12.  Chassis — Length,  weight  .  .  . 
underslung? 

— S.  C.  Wampus. 


MARCH,      1936 


25 


Freshman:  Gutny  mailfa  me? 
Postmaster:  Whatsha  name? 
Freshman:  Itzon  thenvelope. 

— Lampoon. 


There  is  a  story  of  a  mid-west  farm- 
er who  learned  that  Ford  paid  enor- 
mous sums  for  shipment  of  tin  to  be 
used  in  the  manufacture  of  the  new 
marvel.  He  stripped  all  the  tin  roofing 
from  his  barn  and  sent  it  to  the  fac- 
tory at  Detroit. 

A  week  later  he  received  the  fol- 
lowing message: 

"Although  your  car  was  in  very  bad 
condition  we  shall  be  able  to  complete 
repairs  and  have  the  car  at  your  dis- 
posal the  first  of  the  month." 

— Pup. 


Dean:  "Where  are  your  parents?" 

Co-ed:  "I  have  none." 

Dean:  "Where  are  your  guardians?" 

Co-ed:   "I   have  none." 

Dean:   "Then  where  are  your  sup- 
porters?" 

Co-ed:     "Sir!     You    are    forgetting 
yourself." 

— Longhorn. 


Wife:  I'm  afraid  that  the  mountain 
air  would  disagree  with  me. 
Husband:  It  wouldn't  dare. 

— Exchange. 


"Do  you  believe  that  perfectly  aw- 
ful story  they  are  telling  about  the 
Thetas?" 

"Yes,  what  is  it?" 

— Ranger. 


Nit:    "Why   do   you   call  your   girl 
'Checkers'?" 

Wit:  "Oh,  she  jumps  every  time  you 
make  a  bad  move." 

— Widow. 


It  is  always  the  girl  that  gets  the 
kiss  and  the  boy  that  gets  the  make- 
up. 


"All  this  stuff  you  read  in  college 
magazines  is  a  bunch  of  hooey.  I'm 
a  college  girl  and  I  haven't  smoked, 
necked,  or  drunk  beer  yet." 

"How  long  yuh  been1  in  college?" 

"I   just  registered." 

— Ranger. 


'And  to  think  the  damn  fool  was  too  drunk  to  know  what  was  happening." 
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It  happened  during  a  Psychology 
lecture: 

The  prof,  was  lecturing  seriously  on 
war,  its  good  and  its  evil.  The  stu- 
dents were  very  quiet.  The  prof,  was 
discussing  several  friends  of  his  "over 
there."  He  said:  "I  can  remember  a 
very  close  friend  of  mine,  an  ambu- 
lance driver.  Even  he  had  a  chance 
to  get  time  off  for  a  drink  or  so,  or 
even  to  go  to  Paris  for  a  furlough." 

All  was  silent,  until  some  one  at 
the  back  of  the  room  whispered,  very 
audibly:  "So  they've  got  a  new  name 
for  it  now,  eh,  doc?" 

— Medley. 

There  were  an  Englishman,  an 
Irishman,  and  a  Scotchman  in  a  bar. 
Each  had  ordered  a  Scotch  and  soda 
and  all  were  standing  drinking  them 
when  three  flies  flew  into  the  room. 
A  fly  fell  into  each  glass.  The  Eng- 
lishman threw  his  away.  The  Irish- 
man pulled  the  fly  out.  The  Scotch- 
man pulled  the  fly  out  of  his  glass 
and  then  wrung  it  out. 

— Widow. 

"Why  didn't  you  accept  that  job  at 
the  factory  you  mentioned  the  other 
day?" 

"Well,  they  said  I'd  have  to  work 
in  a  night  shift,  and  all  I  had  was  a 
pair  of  pajamas." 

— Octopus. 

♦ 
"Just  think,  John,  we  don't  have  to 
pull  down  the  shades,  we're  married 
now! 

♦ 

"Don  and  I  were  parked  last  night 
when  a  patrol  car  drove  up  alongside 
of  us." 

"Did  the  officer  stop  you  from  pet- 
ting?" 

"No,  he  just  stopped  Don." 

— Pup. 

♦ 

An  Immaculata  College  co-ed  ad- 
vertised under  an  assumed  name  that 
she  would  like  to  make  the  acquaint- 
ance of  a  refined  young  gendeman 
with  an  eye  for  romance.  She  told  her 
mother  about  it,  who  asked  her, 
shocked,  but  hopefully,  if  she  received 
any   answers. 

"Only  one,"  replied  the  daughter. 
"From   father." 

— Varieties. 


PRAYER  ON  FRIDAY  EVENING 

Before  this  telephone  we  bow, 
Fraternity  row,  don't  fail  us  now. 
The  time  is  nigh,  the  hour  has  come, 
Oh,  dater  of  daters  send  any  son. 
Weakling  or  muscleman,  lion  or 

mouse, 
Just  send  a  male  to  our  sorority 

house. 
We'll  rock  any  cradle;  we'll  tug  any 

beard; 
Don't  let  us  spend  the  evening  we 

feared. 
Ring,  oh,  ring, 
Give,  oh,  give, 
(the  phone) 
My  Gawd!  It's  Tangora! 

— Washington  Columnal. 

♦ 

A  Mexican  and  an  American  worked 
together  in  a  mine  in  Kansas.  On 
several  occasions  the  Mexican  had  rab- 
bit for  dinner,  and  shared  it  with  his 
workmate. 

One  day  the  American  asked,  "Where 
do  you  get  rabbits,  Jose,  I  can't  find 
any." 

"My  wife  she  get  un,"  Jose  replied, 
"every  night  they  come  around  the 
house  and  make  much  noise.  She 
shoot  un." 

"Noise?    Rabbits  don't  make  noise." 

"Sure,"  asserted  Jose,  "go  meow, 
meow — " 

— Exchange. 

♦ 
A  pretty  young  lady  who  had  a 
poodle  dog  in  her  lap  was  riding  on 
a  street  car.  A  bluenosed  lady  sitting 
next  to  her  remarked:  "What  a  nasty 
little  dog.  Don't  you  think,  young 
lady,  it  would  look  nicer  if  you  had 
a  little  baby  in  your  lap?" 

"No."  the  pretty  one  replied  in 
calm,  even  tones,  "it  wouldn't.  You 
see,  I'm  not  married." 

—Dodo. 
♦ 

Armor  Smith:  "Sire,  I  have  come  to 
collect  the  money  for  that  last  suit  of 
armor." 

Knight:  "Odds  Bodkins,  knave,  how 
didst  thou  get  into  my  castle?" 

Armor  Smith:  "It  was  easy,  sire,  I 
caught  your  gatekeeper  with  his 
bridges  down." 

— Owl. 


A  Tulane  freshman,  returning 
home  by  train  for  the  holidays,  was 
very  interested  in  watching  a  bald- 
headed  man  scratch  the  fringe  of  hair 
around  the  side  of  his  head.  The  man 
kept  it  up  so  long  that  the  frosh  final- 
ly reached  over  and  said  in  a  loud 
whisper: 

"Say  mister,  you'll  never  catch  him 
that  way.  Why  don't  you  run  him 
out  in  the  open?" 

— Varieties. 

♦ 

LOVE  STORY 

During  the  summer,  She  had  meant 
everything  to  him.  Every  time  he  was 
down  and  out,  he  had  only  to  turn 
to  Her,  and  She  would  fill  that  empty 
feeling  he  suffered.  Even  when  his 
own  mother  wouldn't  give  him  any 
consideration,  She  understood:  She  of- 
fered him  Her  all. 

And  then  that  night.  The  moon 
had  hung  like  a  painting  up  in  the 
sky,  and  he  really  hadn't  meant  to 
stay  out  so  late.  He  took  off  his  size 
fourteens  and  started  to  tiptoe  down 
the  hall.  He  didn't  deserve  any  cheer- 
ful welcome,  but  there  She  was,  even 
then.  All  in  white,  like  a  dream,  he 
saw  Her  as  he  started  to  climb  the 
stairs  to  his  room  and  he  went  straight 
to  Her. 

No  sooner  had  he  touched  Her, 
though,  than  he  realized  that  a  change 
had  come  over  Her.  Nothing  like  this 
had  ever  come  between  them  before, 
and  he  was  puzzled  as  he  stood  look- 
ing down  upon  Her  form. 

"Jeez,  what  makes  you  so  hot  to- 
night, baby?" 

He  slammed  the  refrigerator  door 
and  tramped  wearily  to  his  room. 

— Chaparral. 

♦ 

JOB  OR  NO  JOB 

Last  week  we  heard  about  an  old 
Negro  who  was  taking  a  civil  service 
examination  for  the  jot  of  rural  mail 
carrier.    One  of  the  questions  was: 

"How  far  is  it  from  the  earth  to 
the  Sun?" 

The  old  darky  looked  frightened 
and  exclaimed:  "If  you  all  is  gwinter 
put  me  on  that  route,  Ize  resignin' 
before  I  begins." 

— Buccaneer. 
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JEWELLS 
OF  WISDOM 


'TIS  BETTER 

A  gentle  breeze, 
With   grace    and    ease, 
Accosted  me  one  day. 
And  I  was  glad 
This   friend   I    had, 
For  I  had  much  to  say. 

"'Oh   friend,"   I   said — 

My  eyes  were   red — 

"'I  need  your  council  now. 

I  am  so  sad, 

So  very  sad, 

Wherefor  my  furrowed  brow." 

"What  is't,"   said   she — 

The  breeze  to  me — 

"That  causes   you   such  pain? 

You  know,  I  trow, 

You  should  by  now, 

That    sunshine    follows    rain." 


"I  know,"  I  sighed, 
"Good   cheer   I've   tried, 
But  I  am  sad  today. 
There  came  last  night 
A   wicked   spright, 
And  stole  my  love  away. 

"Now  since  my  love 

Another  loves, 

And  wishes  me  no  more, 

I  greet  the  morn 

With   soul    forlorn, 

And   heart  that's   aching   sore." 

"My  lad,"   cried   she — 

The  breeze  to  me — 

"Have  you   not  learned  this   yet? 

'Tis  better  to  have  loved  and  lost, 

FAR  better,  yea,  FAR  better.'  " 

— Ben  Jewell. 


In    the    spring    a    young    man's    fancy 
Lightly   turns — and    turns — and    turns. 


1    "7  hear  Edgeworth  Jun 
great  stuff .  .  .  We'll  see  .  .  .  First 
few  puffs  certainly  taste  fine." 


A  "Half-way  and  still  good.  I 
used  to  unload  here.  Maybe  it's 
good  for  another  drag  or  two." 


3  "Say!  .  .  .I'm 
sticking  to  Edge- 
worth  Junior.  It's 
so  mild  you  can 
smoke  it.  ALL  THE 
WAY  DOWN  TO  THE 
HEEL!" 

"CELLOPHANE" 
WRAPPED 


©fflilOW 


I,  * 


junior 


\  TOBft&O 


THE  new,  mild,  free-burning 
pipe  and  cigarette  tobacco.  So 
mild  that  even  the  heel  smokes 
good.  No  tobacco  wasted. 

LARUS  &  BRO.  CO.,  RICHMOND,  VIRGINIA 
TOBACCONISTS  SINCE  1877 

CORN  COB  PIPE  CLUB  OF  VIRGINIA.  ..Cross- 
roads fun,  frolic  and  music.  Wednesday  evenings 
at  9.00  (E.S.T.)  over  NBC  Blue  Network,  direct 
from  Richmond,  Va.  (Pacific  Coast  stations — 
KFI,  KPO,  KOMO,  KGW,  KHQ.) 


GOOD  ALL  THE  WAY  DOWN  TO  THE  HEEL 
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SWAGGER  ACROSS 


CAMPUS 


IN  THIS  JAUNTY 


COAT 


OF  CAMEL'S  HAIR 


Tailored  cut,  soft  warm  material, 

in  natural,  grey,  or  pastel 

spring  colors. 


$17 


.50 


LORD'S 

of  Evanston 
Fountain  Square 


Buying  a  car  is  just  like  getting 
married.  Once  you  get  the  license 
you  can  go  as  far  as  you  like. 

Old  Timer:  "Is  your  married  life 
one  grand  sweet  song?" 

Newly  wed:  "Well,  since  our  baby's 
been  born  it's  been  like  a  grand  opera, 
full  of  grand  marches  with  loud  calls 
for  the  author  every  night." 

— Jester. 


"Before  we  were  married,  my  hus- 
band called  me  'Toots,'  now  he  calls 
me   'Dimples'." 

"Dimples?  Why,  I  don't  see  any 
dimples." 

"Neither  did   he  then." 

— Punch   Bowl. 


The  reason  many  a  girl  sticks  to 
her  knitting  is  that  it  reveals  her  shape 
so  much  better  if  she  sticks  to  it. 

— Jean  Herzjeld. 

Long- Winded  Lecturer:  If  I  have 
talked  too  long,  it's  because  I  haven't 
my  watch  with  me  and  there  isn't  a 
clock  in  the  hall. 

Student:  Yes,  but  there's  a  calendar 
behind   you. 

— Phoenix. 
♦ 

Lots  of  women  know  men,  but  the 
women  who  NO  men  are  getting 
scarce. 

Parents  used  to  worry  about  their 
daughter's  matrimonial  chances.  Now 
they  just  send  her  to  ILLINOIS! 


Thx  F.  X.  Hornxr  Typxwritxr  Co. 

Xvanston,  Illinois. 

Gxntlxmxn: 

Wx  hxrxby  wish  to  acknowlxdgx 
rxcxipt  of  your  shipmxnt  of  Fxbruary 
thx  twxnty-sixth,  of  onx  of  your  Xx- 
ttra-Spxcially  Quixt  Typxwritxrs. 

Howxvxr,  upon  opxning  thx  cratx 
and  unpacking  thx  machinx  wx  find 
that  thxrx  is  onx  rathxr  sxvxrx  diffi- 
culty with  it,  and  that  for  thx  timx 
bxing  wx  shall  bx  sorxly  handicappxd. 
In  gxnxral,  thx  typxwritxr  is  in  pxr- 
fxct  mxchanical  condition,  xxcxpt  for 
onx  dxtail.  Through  somx  xrror  of 
assxmbly,  thxrx  sxxms  to  bx  a  rathxr 
xmbarrassing  omission  —  thxrx  is  no 
lxttxr  on  thx  machinx  for  "x",  thx 
fifth  lxttxr  of  thx  alphabxt. 

Will  you  plxasx  bx  so  kind  as  to 
xithxr  sxnd  us  anothxr  machinx,  or 
havx  this  onx  sxrvicxd  as  soon  as  pos- 
siblx?    Thank  you. 

Sincxrxly, 
Xric  Wxlls,  Prxsidxnt, 

THX  XXCXLSIOR  XNSILAGX  Co 
Thx  Xxcxlsior  Xnsilagx  Co. 

— Voodoo. 


BROAD-MINDEDNESS 

Broad-mindedness  is  the  ability  to 
smile  when  you  suddenly  discover 
that  your  roommate  and  your  girl  are 
missing  from  the  dance  floor. 

— Agglevator. 
♦ 
Disgruntled     FiSy  —  I'll     have     you 
know    I    act    like    a    gentleman    when 
I'm  full  of  liquor. 

Disgusted  FiMew — Then  hurry  up 
and  get  drunk. 

— The  Shampain. 
♦ 
They  call  her  Double  Mint  because 
she's  so  Wrigley. 

♦ 

Most  of  the  campus  affairs-of-the 
heart  begin  at  the  corner  store,  for 
bright  is  the  flame  that  feeds  on  the 
coke! 

— Analyst. 

"Bowlegs  may  not  be  few,  but  they 
are  far  between!" 
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AN  INVITATION  TO  HOUSE 
PARTY 

{In  Mother's  Day) 

Psi   Felta   Thi 
Pepsodent     U. 

Feb.   I,  1898 
My  Darling  Eustace; 

After  weeks  of  deliberation,  the 
inter-fraternity  council,  and  the  faculty 
have  finally  reached  an  agreement 
whereby  we  may  enjoy  two  whole 
days  of  unrequited  revelry,  come  next 
March    15th. 

Of  course,  I  would  never  think  of 
inviting  anyone  but  you,  darling,  and 
I  hope  I  am  writing  in  plenty  of  time 
for  you  to  get  your  things  together. 
It  only  gives  you  a  little  over  six 
weeks,  but  we  didn't  know  until  this 
afternoon  whether  the  faculty  would 
allow  us  to  dance  in  the  houses  or 
not. 

Tell  your  father  that  we  are  having 
ten  chaperones,  and  that  all  the  girls 
sleep  at  the  hotel  every  night.  We 
have  to  be  out  of  the  houses  at  12:05, 
and  the  music  stops  at  12,  so  the 
family  name  will  be  kept  unbe- 
smirched. 

Just  think.  In  43  days,  I  will  be 
once  again  gazing  into  the  deep  violet 
pools  of  innocence  belonging  to  my 
only  love.  I  am  counting  the  days 
until  we  can  waltz  and  polka  to  the 
strains  of  the  University's  5  piece 
band.  Here's  a  secret.  The  band  has 
one  of  those  new  saxaphones  in  it. 
Don't  tell  your  mother,  as  she  might 
not  let  you  come,  but  it  really  is  a 
decent  band.  That  sax  (that's  what 
we  call  a  saxaphone  up  here)  is  only 
in  the  orchestra  to  get  some  of  the 
gay  blades  who  like  to  two-step  all 
the  time. 

Please  let  me  know  very  soon 
whether  you  can  come  or  not.  Do  not 
keep  me  in  suspense.  I  must  know, 
and  when  I  receive  that  welcome  let- 
ter, I  hope  I  shall  dance  with  glee, 
and  shout  to  the  house  tops  that  my 
Eustace  is  coming  to  our  winter  dance. 

With  the  greatest  love  one  human 
can   feel   for  another,   I   remain 

Yours  'til  Niagara  Falls, 

Egbert. 


A   city  and   a  chorus  girl 
Are  much  alike   'tis   true; 
A  city's  built  with  out-skirts, 
A   chorus   girl   is   too. 


-Pup. 


He  —  I    can't    see    what    keeps    you 
women  from  freezing. 

She — You    aren't    supposed    to,    big 
boy. 

— Exchange. 


The  young  man  carefully  removed 
two  cigars  from  his  upper  vest  pocket 
and  placed  them  on  the  table.  Then 
he  opened  his  arms. 

But  the  young  lady  did  not  rush 
into  them.  "You,"  she  said  coldly, 
"you   have  loved   before." 


"Why    is    our    Economics    professor 
so  hipped  on  Mae  West?" 

"Because  she  has  such  nice  demand 
curves." 

— Ski-TJ-Mah. 


AN  INVITATION  TO  HOUSE 
PARTY 

(In  Daughter's  Day) 

Psi  Felta  Thi 

Pepsodent  U. 
Feb.  19,  1936 
Dear  Toots; 

We're  going  to  have  another  house 
party  up  here  on  the  28th.  It's  the 
same  old  thing,  and  I  almost  forgot 
to  write  you.  If  you  have  a  date  on 
the  28th  or  29th,  let  me  know  in 
time  for  me  to  get  another  date  for 
the  shindig. 

You  can  be  thankful  that  I  am  even 
inviting  you  this  time  after  the  way 
you  acted  last  June.  I  hope  you  act 
more  civilized  this  party,  as  I  have 
a  new  room-mate  that  I  am  trying  to 
impress. 

Bring  a  lot  of  money,  as  I'll  prob- 
ably be  needing  it,  and  for  Gawdsakes, 
get  a  new  lipstick. 


A  PLEDGE'S  LAMENT 

The    upper-classman   is   my   shepherd; 

I  am  in  want. 
He  maketh  me  to  crawl  on  my  belly 

and  guideth  me  by  my  nose. 
He  restoreth  my  doubt  in  the  Frater- 
nity faction. 
He   leadeth   me   in   the   paths   of  debt 

for  the  Fraternity's  sake. 
Yet,  though  I  attend  your  parties  with 

your   blind   dates, 
And   take   your  sister's   friends   to   the 

movies,  I  fear  no  evil, 
For    thy    paddle    is    against    me,    and 

those  of  the  Sophomores,  too. 
Thou  anointest  my  (uh,  ahem!)  with 

whackings,  so  I  stand  all  day. 
Surely  whackings  and  thwackings  will 

follow  me  all  the  days 
Of  this  Fraternity  administration. 

— Sulphur  Spray. 


"Gee,  you're  foul  looking." 
"That's  all  right,  I'm  a  Phi  Psi." 
"H-m-m,  foul-minded,  too." 

— Kansas  Sour  Owl. 


BARGAIN 
Irate  Coed:   Hey,  why  are  you  fol- 
lowing me?    Didn't  you  ever  see  any- 
one like  me  before? 

Frosh:    Yeah,    but    I    had    to   pay   a 
quarter. 

—Witt. 


A  "sugar  daddy"  is  a  form  of  crys- 
talized   sap. 

— Texas  Ranger. 


Yours, 


George. 


TED  WEEDS'  MUSIC 


AMERICA'S  FINEST 
FLOOR  SHOW! 

NO    COVER    CHARGE 

DINNER    $2.50 
SUPPER  $2.00 

Sat.,  Sun.  and 
Hoi.  $2.50 
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THIS  GOES  FOR  ALL  YOU  PSEUDO 
SOCIAL  LIGHTS 

Senior  prom  is 

Entirely  different  and 

Novel  and 

Interesting  enough  to  guarantee  a 
good  time 

Or  your  money  back 
Right  away 


Bernie  Cummins  and 

Charlie  Agnew  on 

April  3rd  at  the 

Lovely  and  Spacious 
Edgewater  Beach 

Low  price  of  $3.00 


FEATS  OF  SAMSON 

{Continued  from  Page  13) 

mustard    plasters.    It   was   a   kind   act 
with  a   ruthless   motive. 

When  she  ripped  the  plaster  off, 
little  did  she  realize  that  his  strength 
was  coming  off  too.  Slowly  his  bul- 
bous muscles  flattened  out  just  like  a 
bunch  of  balloons  with  a  porcupine 
attacker.  Then  the  Lord  said,  "Let 
there  be  light."  Samson  came  to.  He 
saw  he  was  stripped  of  his  warmth 
and  strength.  He  looked  in  the  mir- 
ror. He  was  as  skinny  as  the  profile 
view  of  a  bean  pole.  He  raced  from 
one  mirror  to  the  other.  He  thought 
they  were  trick  mirrors  like  he'd  seen 
at  the  fair  that  very  day.  .As  his  body 
raced  round  and  round,  his  head  stood 
still  and  his  neck  wound  up  like  a 
rubber  band  on  a  toy  aeroplane. 

Finally  it  cut  off  his  circulation.  He 
went  insane,  stark,  raving  mad.  He 
jumped  up,  flew  through  the  door,  and 
headed  for  the  woods.  Being  slim  and 
graceful  now,  he  was  covering  ground 
by  aesthetic  leaps  and  bounds.  As  he 
flitted  by  the  flower  garden  the  tulips 
were  heard  to  whisper,  "I  know  spring 
is  here,  but  it  is  kind  of  early  for 
pansies." 

"Well,  you  know,"  snapped  back 
the  pussywillow  in  a  catty  tone,  "that 
the  sap  begins  to  run  in  the  spring." 

Samson  continued  down  the  road  at 
a  terrific  pace.  A  rabbit  got  into  his 
path.  Samson  said,  "Hey  there,  rabbit, 
if  you  can't  run,  get  out  of  my  way 
and  let  somebody  run  that  can  run." 
He  picked  the  rabbit  up  by  the  ears 
and  sped  on.  Samson  began  to  breathe 
hard,  and  although  he  had  started  his 
journey  in  long  pants,  he  was  now  in 
short  pants. 

He  stopped  to  rest.  An  old  monkey 
walked  by,  crying,  head  bent  low. 

Samson  said,  "What's  the  matter, 
Mr.  Monkey?" 

"Oh,  it's  terrible  around  here,"  said 
the  monkey,  sniffling.  "The  women 
make  monkeys  out  of  us  men  with 
all  their  monkey  shines.  How  can  we 
get  rid  of  all  these  monkey  shines?" 
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"That's  easy,  Mr.  Monkey,"  said 
Samson,  pulling  the  fuzzy  tail  off  his 
rabbit,  "just  give  this  powder  puff  to 
the  women  folks.  It's  guaranteed  to 
cet  rid  of  all  monkey  shines." 

Samson  was  rested  by  that  time.  In 
other  words  he  was  back  in  long  pants, 
and  he  raced  back  to  Delilah's  den. 
He  was  laughing  like  a  maniac,  still 
holding  the  little  rabbit  by  the  ears. 
The  rabbit  looked  up  and  said,  "Oh 
what  big  ears  I've  got."  Samson 
looked  down  and  in  a  fatherly  tone 
answered,  "All  the  better  to  hold  you 
by,  my  dear,  I  mean  my  rabbit." 

Then  Samson  fell  back  on  the 
flower  bed.  It  was  the  most  comfort- 
able bed  of  the  lot.  He  placed  the 
little  rabbit  upon  his  chest.  Then  he 
cried,  "You  think  you've  stolen  my 
strength  —  but  look  —  I  still  have  a 
little  hare  upon   my   chest." 

Moral — Don't  people  have  more  fun 
than  anybody? 


All  the  way  from  Texas  comes  the 
story  of  the  twin  brothers  who  were 
so  alike.  It  seems  that  the  two  young 
gentlemen  went  to  a  fraternity  party 
and,  just  to  make  it  interesting,  de- 
cided to  swap  dates.  Everything  went 
fine,  so  they  decided  to  see  the  ex- 
changed girls  home.  Much,  much 
later,  they  met  at  the  door  of  their 
own  fraternity  house.  Both  brothers 
looked  worn.  Both  were  tousled.  And 
both  exclaimed  in  voices  equally  trem- 
ulous: 

"What  in  hell  have  you  been  tell- 
ing  that  girl?" 

— Voodoo. 


"Oscar  Wilde  once  wrote,"  said  the 
fellow  dreamily,  as  he  parked  the  car, 
"that  the  world  is  a  comedy  to  him 
who  thinks,  and  a  tragedy  to  him  who 
feels." 

"Well?"  said   the  girl. 

"Well,"  continued  the  fellow,  shut- 
ting off  the  lights,  "I  think  I'm  about 
to  get  tragic." 

— Missouri  Showme. 


THE  NORTHWESTERN  UNIVERSITY 
CINEMA  COMPANY 

presents 
its  second  feature  production 

OFT  HAT* 


Wl 


ith 


Martha  Purnell,  Morris  Clark,  Ray  Kotz,  Betty  Bebb, 
Roger  Bernhardt,  Virginia  Torcom,  Roberta  Butzloff, 
Marjorie  Coleman,  Florence  Sprafka,  Jack  Graham, 

and 

3000  Extras 

Directed  by  JAMES  ALGEO 

Photographed  by  FRED  S.  NIEMANN 


SEE— What  goes  on  at  the  Yacht  Club. 

SEE — What  happens  on  a  blind  date. 

SEE — A  black-balling  fraternity  meeting. 

SEE — What  happens  in  a  well  known  sorority  house. 

SEE — The  famous  shower  scene. 


SEE  THE  ONLY  MOVIES  OF  THE  N.  U.-N.  D.  STRIKE 


also 


se 


lected  short  subjects  and  a  return  showing  of 


a 


FISK  HALL— April  14,  15,  16,  8:15  P.  M. 

ADMISSION  TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS 
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Miniatures 

.  .  and  .  . 

Oil   Paintings 


A  creation  of  photo- 
graphic genuine  color 
work  .  .  our  studio  that 
has  always  maintained 
the  leadership  in  gual- 
ity  work  .  .  .  will  ably 
serve  you  at  moderate 
charge  .  .  .  see  our  dis- 
play of  the  SYLLABUS 
gueens  in  original  color. 


EUGENE  L  RAY 

Official  Photographer  for 

Northwestern    University 

Studio:  1606  Chicago  Avenue 


BLACK  HEART 

{Continued  from  Page  15) 

Long  and  assiduous  practice  has 
turned  Junior  into  an  expert  writer. 
Pulp  magazines  (Western,  Gun  Play, 
Horse  Play,  etc.)  have  paid  heavily  for 
some  of  Nichols  well  turned  pieces. 
The  Daily  also  bids  for  rame  by  run- 
ning Panorama  as  often  as  the  genius 
can  inspire  himself.  Italicized  com- 
ments originated  with  Junior;  all  of 
them  so  far  have  been  his  brain  brats. 
Interesting  as  experiment,  itahcezed 
comments  are  being  widely  discussed; 
how  wanting  they  are  found  we  can- 
not say  as  yet.  With  the  master  mind 
as  their  protector  and  begetter,  they 
will  probably  live. 

Hard-boiled,  cynical,  intelligent, 
crafty,  Junior  is  nobody's  fool  but  his 
own.  So  penetrating  is  his  thought  that 
it  tears  to  pieces  for  him  any  illusions 
of  beauty,  emotion,  charm.  Frank,  sin- 
cere, level-headed,  he  keeps  a  nice  bal- 
ance in  his  lonely  wanderings;  to  be 
his  friend  is  a  rare  distinction.  But  we 
thin\  Nichols  is  a  hard  wording,  clear 
thinkjng,  honest  boy.  We  li\e  him. 


Jack  got  up  the  morning  after  the 
big  dance  in  a  very  cheerful  mood. 
He  sang  and  whistled  but  suddenly 
at  breakfast  his  sister  noticed  a  sudden 
change.  He  appeared  to  be  thinking 
very  hard  and  frowned  with  clenched 
teeth.  So  she  inquired,  "What's  the 
matter,  Jack?  Didn't  you  have  a  good 
time   at  the  dance?" 

"Well,"  he  answered  slowly,  "I  was 
just  thinking.  In  the  rumble  seat  last 
night  the  girl  I  was  with  said  she 
was  cold.  So  I  put  the  auto  robe  over 
her.  She  was  still  cold  and  I  lent  her 
my  coat.  She  didn't  say  anything'  after 
that  but  I  just  happened  to  think, . . ." 

— Widow. 


Congratulations  are  in  order  for  Bob 
Slavin,  Commerce  '37,  for  his  courage 
in  submitting  two  original  jokes  for 
the  Parrot  even  though  they  were  both 
censored. 


MEED 
CHEATERS 
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WILLIAM 
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BARKER 

Optician 


708  Church  St.  Uni.  4440 

EVANSTON 


The   Problem 

where  to  shop  for  the 
latest  style  suits,  coats, 
street  dresses  and  for- 
mals  —  (prices  ranging 
from  $6.95  to  $19.50)— is 
easily  solved  by  visiting 
the— 


PARAMOUNT 

Apparel  Shops,  Inc. 

1609  Orrington    •    Evanston 


NORMAN  (DRIP)  MASTERSON 
Phi  Kappa  Psi 


WILLIAM  (BILL)  STAPLETON 
Psi  Upsilon 


ROBERT  (BOB)  CONNOR 
Phi  Kappa  Psi 


Also  Quadley  House 

Hats,  Shoes 

and  Haberdashery 


Jftndjlep 


SJfe'Of  jfttublep  Cfucago 


The  new  Spring  assortment  of  trimly  cut  and  splendidly  tailored 
Quadley  House  garments  will  appeal  tremendously  to  young 
men  who  wish  to  pay  a  modest  price  for  clothes  which 
embrace  correctness,  character,  originality  and  excellence.  Smart 
plain  effects  as  well  as  colorful  stripes  and  overplaids  in  tweeds, 
unfinished  worsteds  and  English  type  cheviots.  Very  interesting 
and  exceptional  suits  in  every  particular,  and  only  one  low  price. 


SPORTS,    CAMPUS     AND    BUSINESS    SUITS 
TWEED  AND   CAMEL'S    HAIR   TOPCOATS 

TWEED    SPORTS   JACKETS    320     SLACKS   £8 


$ 


35 


19  E.  Jackson  Blvd.,  Chicago 


564  Fifth  Avenue,  New  York 


'""*!?  ¥  %? 
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Luckies  are  less. acid  ! 

Recent  chemical  tests  show* 

that  other  popular  brands  have 

an  excess  of  acidity  over  Lucky 

Strike  of  from   53%  to  100% 


JP 


OF    RICH,   FULL-BODIED   TOBACCO 


ITS  TOASTED 


'RESULTS  VERIFIED  BY  INDEPENDENT  CHEMICAL  LABORATORIES  AND  RESEARCH   GROUPS 


